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A COURT INTRIGUE. 



CHAPTEK I. 

In 1893 I took my annual holiday in Brittany. 
Time had been when I was content to wander on 
foot a few miles on either side of an English 
railway; but the advance of science has provided 
the lover of solitary travel with the means of 
gratifying his vicious passion for seclusion. In- 
dependent of trains and hotel omnibuses, unfet- 
tered by distance or time, for the first time in my 
life I wandered on the Continent at my pleasure, 
and enjoyed the contemplation of the works of 
God and man without the hindrance of a fellow- 
creature's sympathy; in short, I bestrode a bi- 
cycle. 

It was the afternoon of my second day out. 
I was exploring new country, into which the 
penny-wise Compagnie de FOuest had not as yet 

ventured to penetrate. I had wandered from the 
1 
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2 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

main road in search of a big chateau, whose very 
modern-looking battlements had awakened my 
curiosity as I was trundUng along a lofty ridge 
commanding a view for many miles on either side. 
The road became worse and worse. There are 
three distinct classes of road in France, and this, 
which had begun in the second, now scarcely de- 
served to be classed at all. A few sharp flints 
tilted out of the ruts by heavy wagon wheels 
seemed to prove that the track had been at least 
once repaired within the experience of persons 
still living. In all other respects the soil might 
have been called virgin. 

I began already to feel Uase with remote 
Brittany, its overrated ruins, its primitive cook- 
ery, and its outlandish talk, and I longed to have 
the rocks of Ploumanach labelled " Done," and to 
find myself again in a region where dinner was 
an event to look forward to, and where I could 
ask the way with a reasonable chance of being 
understood. 

But the road, if primitive, was not altogether 
disused. Far off behind me I caught the jingle 
of harness bells, deadened by obstructing comers, 
but gaining always in intensity. They filled me 
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A COURT INTRIGUE. 3 

with uneasiness, for I had not as yet obtained 
such proficiency in riding as to be able to look 
behind me without tumbling off. The approach- 
ing carriage was certainly coming at a gallop — a 
reckless gallop: the road was soft and sandy, with 
deep ruts that were certain to compass my over- 
throw if I dared to leave the depression made 
by the horses' feet in the middle. For a few 
minutes I pounded at my pedals in the vain 
hope of increasing my lead and preserving my 
dignity, but the louder hoof strokes of the horses 
and the jingling of the harness warned me that 
the pursuing carriage was gaining upon me. The 
horses must be running away, for no coachman 
in France, where the cyclist is almost respected, 
would deliberately drive over me without even 
a warning shout. 

Not a moment too soon I wrenched my steer- 
ing bar to the left, made a plunge or two over the 
deep rut, and half jumped, half rolled out of the 
saddle as my machine imbedded its front wheel 
in the far side of the ditch. Then I turned to 
wither my assailant with a British glare. But the 
scowl into which I had creased my features faded 
before my wonder at the strangeness of the equi- 
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4 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

page. The carriage was a heavy, old-fashioned 
English brougham. The horses were a pair of 
chunky Norman cobs; though they were going 
at a hard gallop, blowing, and lathered with 
sweat, they were not running away, for their 
boring heads showed their distress; and as they 
dashed past me, I saw the whip came down like a 
flail across their quarters. Over the roof of the 
carriage, too, as it went swaying and rocking 
away from me, I could see the arm of the coach- 
man flogging them mechanically at rhythmic in- 
tervals. Through the shut window I had seen 
that the seat was occupied, but so extraordinary 
was the figure of the coachman that I scarcely 
noticed his surroimdings. He was clean-shaved, 
elderly and shrivelled, and he wore a cockaded 
hat and a blue livery^ coat, many sizes too large 
for him. 

But it was the expression of his face rather 
than the misfit of his livery that made him so 
grotesque a coachman. Through a large pair of 
gold-rimmed spectacles eyes of the mild, pale blue 
that is common to very short-sighted people gazed 
mildly, rather sadly, at the pole chains, and the 
rest of his face wore the same expression of sheep- 
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like meekness. He sat crumpled up on tlie box, 
half buried in his hat and coat collar, holding the 
reins loosely in his left hand, like a deep-sea 
fisherman waiting for a bite, while, in ludicrous 
contrast to the chastened humility of his expres- 
sion, his right arm flogged on with brutal indiffer- 
ence to the sufferings of his horses. 

At a turn of the road the carriage rocked and 
jingled out of sight and hearing. I did not at 
once scramble into my saddle, for I had to con- 
sider my plans for the night. When I left 
Paimpol in the morning, my intentions had been 
most unadventurous — a dejeimer at Treguier, 
and a bed at Lannion, without ever leaving the 
main road. I had been warned by the waitress 
at the Hotel Lion d'Or to avoid cross-country 
roads if I valued my bicycle; and now, late in the 
afternoon I found myself the victim of my own 
improvident curiosity, somewhere midway be- 
tween the main road and the coast, and beyond 
the reach of either. Still, I shrank from facing 
the steepness of the hill I had just descended, 
clinging to the belief that so considerable a build- 
ing as the chateau I had seen must be connected 
with the outer world by a better road than this. 
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6 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

The persistence of the galloping brougham en- 
couraged me, though the track was now so bad 
that, in sheer consideration for my pneumatic 
tires, I had to dismount and pick my way, push- 
ing my machine before me. 

I had just resolved that, if the vista at the 
next comer was as unpromising as the last, I 
would turn back, when the road made a sudden 
turn to the right, and I found myself face to face 
with a pair of old wrought-iron gates, whose 
pits and frets of ancient rust were doubly con- 
spicuous for their fresh coating of black paint 
and gold leaf, as the wrinkles of an old dame 
stand hideously displayed by a clumsy daub of 
rouge and powder. Stretching away into the 
straggling wood on either side was a low rubble 
wall, smeared in places with new cement, and 
beyond the gates at the end of an avenue of 
old limes the gray stone fajade of a house. This 
was the chateau I had seen from the hill. 

The porter's lodge, if one might judge from 
the coating of dirt on the windows, had been long 
untenanted. There were fresh wheel-marks on 
the gravel, and the gates were ajar: I pushed 
them open, and trundled my bicycle into the 
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A COURT INTRIGUE. 7 

shrubbery on the inside of the wall. Here I found 
a gravel path following the direction of the wall, 
hidden from the house by ragged shrubberies 
and much overgrown with weeds. I was a tres- 
passer, but my conscience was blunted by the 
knowledge that I would trespass undetected. 
Had I been a professional tourist I should have 
walked boldly up the avenue and demanded leave 
to view the house, but I found that some sense 
of the rights of property still remained to me, 
and I sneaked along the shady path with all the 
mean emotions of an area thief. A break in the 
foliage disclosed a wide expanse of open turf 
stretching right to the walls of the house, before 
which the drive made a sweep inclosing a disk 
of lawn with a stone sundial for axis. The f agade 
itself held me spellbound. It had been built of 
gray granite in the ordinary style of Brittany, 
with a high-pitched roof, gray like the walls, and 
square stone chimneys higher than the gables. 
Except for its wings, it had differed in no respect 
from a hundred such houses in this part of France 
until it had met its present awful fate. 

On its time-stained walls it had been given 
to some cockney builder to work his vandal will. 
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8 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

to perpetrate an outrage for which punishment 
in the world to come would be quite inadequate 
as a penalty. He had topped the gray walls 
with the cheap battlements of a suburban castle 
in white Caen stone, carrying them up almost 
to the height of the gable. The high water mark 
of the old masonry was as sharply defined as if 
the hideous top had been laid on in one piece; 
and, to make his crime of taste the more execrable, 
the miscreant had pierced his wall with a row of 
circular attic windows undei* the battlements. 
The discord between the old French windows and 
the vulgar gimcrack embrasures struck me like a 
blow, and a strong curiosity impelled me to learn 
what manner of man could bear to live under so 
intolerable a roof. 

The path now swung to the right, still skirt- 
ing the wall. I followed it until it branched to 
encircle a little pond with a tiny island in the 
middle. Two very hungry-looking ducks raced 
one another with outstretched wings demanding 
contributions, and swam round and round at my 
feet with an air of deep offence when they found 
that I could not pay my footing. While I was 
endeavouring to win their indulgence for my ill- 
Digitized by LjOOQIc 
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breeding, I was startled by footsteps; a man 
turned the corner from a side path and almost 
ran against me. Walking with his head down 
and his hands behind him, he did not see me until 
I coughed, and then he was so much startled that 
he nearly shied into the water. He was about 
thirty, clean-shaven, stout, and foolish-looking, 
with protruding blue eyes set close together, and 
lips that would not close. 

I began to gabble apologies for my intrusion 
in incoherent French, and was much relieved 
when he replied in English, " Not at all. You 
only startled me, because I did not expect to find 
anyone here." He puzzled me. Pronunciation 
and clothes declared him to be English, while his 
aggressively waxed mustache and plastered hair 
gave the lie to his nationality. 

" I lost my way,'' I began. 

"Ah! then it is as I thought. You have 
come to join us. You missed the carriage, the 
fault of that stupid coachman again. "VVe have 
waited for you so anxiously that it seems doubly 
ungrateful not to have sent to meet you." 

" You are mistaken, sir," I began, but he in- 
terrupted me. 
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10 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

" No mistake, my dear sir — no mistake^ Let 
me tell you in confidence that we were getting into 
a terrible mess, and a clear head is what we have 
all been sighing for." 

" But I was never sent for " 

" No, and the coachman will have to answer 
for it; but you will find your welcome the warmer 
for our apparent neglect." The man seemed to 
be purposely misimderstanding me, and I was 
growing annoyed. 

" Please give me time to explain. My name 
is James Hatton, and I came here by pure acci- 
dent. I never expected anybody to meet me." 

He made an absurdly exaggerated bow. " We 
were not told your name. I only know how anx- 
iously we have waited for you. Kossel has had the 
books ready for a whole week, and your kindness 
in not expecting us to meet you at Guingamp 
does not absolve us for our breach of good man- 
ners. You may rest assured that the coachman's 
carelessness will not pass unnoticed, for I myself 
will report his neglect of duty." 

"While we were talking he had drawn me into 
a path that led toward the house, and as I turned 
to explain in more forcible language that I was 
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a mere trespasser, I saw him snatch his hat from 
his head and back to the extreme edge of the path. 
His gesture of self-effacement was caused by the 
approach of a personage of remarkable stature, 
middle-aged, if one might judge by the erectness 
of his bearing, or old, if judged by the whiteness 
of his hair and pointed beard. He wore a felt 
hat, and a heavy cape thrown loosely over his 
shoulders. Of his features I noted nothing be- 
sides the eyes, which were extraordinarily bright. 
My guide touched me on the arm, and glanced 
so significantly at my felt hat that I doffed it in 
sympathy and backed deferentially to his side. 
The man with the bright eyes returned our deep 
salutations with an easy nod and smile and passed 
on, but turned back to call my friend to him. I 
felt that this was my opportunity for escape. 
They barred my way back to the pond, but the 
path toward the house lay open. Clear of the 
shrubbery, I found myself on the wide stretch 
of turf that bordered the avenue. No one was 
in sight; the iron gates*^ and my bicycle were 
scarcely three hundred yards away; my curiosity 
was satisfied. I set off at a pace that I thought 
quite enough to choke off my fat friend's pursuit, 
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12 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

and had almost gained asylum among the trees, 
when I heard behind me the choking accents of 
a breathless man, the cry of a portly runner in dis- 
tress. 

"Stop! stop! I have a message. Stop!" 

I stopped. 

" Where are you going? " he panted. " Sure- 
ly not away! Is it that unfortunate mistake 
about the carriage? Ifo? Well, say no more. I 
am to conduct you to the chSteau." 

" It is very good of you, but it is late, and I 
must be going." 

"Going! Going where? My dear sir, you 
can not go. Positively you must not! I have 
already announced you, and if you go away like 
this you will do me the greatest injury. My 
honour, my very post, depends upon your com- 
ing back. It will ruin me. Ah, if you knew the 
state of things at this court, the jealousies, the 
backbitings, you would never disgrace me by 
going. You smile. It is nothing to you. Do 
I ask so much — that you should come with me to 
the house and be presented? " 

The situation was absurd. Through no fault 
of mine a false position was thrust upon me. If 
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A COURT INTRIGUE. 13 

I forced my presence unbidden upon the 6wner 
of this French country house, my fat friend, not 
I, was responsible. 

^* Do not distress yourself," I said. " If you 
choose to take the responsibility of inviting a total 
stranger to the house, I will put myself in your 
hands." 

" And you shall never regret it," he said with 
conviction, his eyes suffused with the tears of 
emotion or unwonted exercise. " You will be- 
long to our party, and we will all stand by you, 
whatever happens." He wrung my hand with the 
most unnecessary effusion. 

I gently insisted upon securing my bi- 
cycle, with its slender provision of night-gear, 
before accompanying him to the house. His face 
seemed to cloud a little when he found he was to 
walk -beside so plebeian an implement of locomo- 
tion, and he made a half-hearted suggestion, 
cruelly cut short, that the bicycle should be left 
at the lodge. When we reached the gravel sweep 
in full view of the house, a new thought struck 
him. " Your luggage ! I must send at once to 
fetch your luggage." 

Now my luggage, containing happily a dress 
2 
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14 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

suit, \^as at this moment on its way to the H6tel 
de PEurope, at Lannion, and I intimated that my 
hopes of arranging myself for dinner that evening 
were small indeed. 

" But to-morrow we will send for it. Will 
you please give me the address, that I may give 
the order now? '^ 

" To-morrow! But I could not think of tres- 
passing on your hospitality for more than one 
night." 

He smiled indulgently, and, with the full 
intention of countermanding the order before it 
could be executed, I gave him the address rather 
than argue the point. 

We passed round the sundial and bore away 
to the right, to deposit my machine in the stables. 
In the yard a tall, athletic young man was swish- 
ing water with a bucket over the brougham that 
had nearly run over me in the afternoon. His 
garb was unprofessional; he wore knickerbockers 
and brown boots, and I noticed that he had for- 
gotten to shut the windows of the carriage before 
throwing water over it. 

" Where is Anthony? " asked my companion. 

The man with the knickerbockers put down. 
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A COUJBT INTRIGUE. 15 

his empty bucket, and said that we should find 
Anthony in the stable. My friend led the way, 
nearly falling over a heap of harness that had been 
stacked on the brick pavement just inside the 
door. 

The stable had a high, vaulted roof, and was 
divided by wooden partitions into six stalls, 
blazoned with gigantic escutcheons of plaster. In 
these, five horses were standing bogged to the 
knees in clean straw, not neatly aligned with the 
pillars, but littering the whole floor of the stable 
except where a narrow path had been ploughed 
through it with a pitchfork. The pair that had 
just come in were easily distinguished by the 
white cakes of sweat on their quarters. Both the 
hay racks and the mangers were quite full, and on 
the floor before each horse stood a ragged truss 
of hay and a bucket of water. The poor brutes, 
surfeited with over-generous food, stood heads 
down, with every appearance of incipient colic. 
At the far end of the stable a man was sitting hud- 
dled on an inverted bucket reading a book. As 
we approached he looked up, and I recognised be- 
hind the large gold spectacles the mild and con- 
templative features of the Jehu of the afternoon. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



16 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

Ilis garb was now unprofessional — a gray flannel 
shirt with starched dog-collar and cuffs, and a 
pair of black trousers : and, off the box, the book, 
his attire, and his studious air gave him a clerical 
look strangely inconsistent with his surroundings. 

" Anthony," began my guide sternly, " this 
gentleman should have been met at the station. 
Be good enough to explain how you came to. for- 
get." 

He did not rise, but looked sadly up at us 
with a worried expression, like a man with an 
overworked brain who is called upon to face new 
difficulties. 

" I am given so many orders," he said wearily; 
" I must have a book to write them down. I 
have to devote so much of my time to study that 
everything goes out of my head." 

"Well, you know the consequences: I shall 
have to report the matter again. Tfien, there is 
the bicycle to be taken care of." 

" I do not understand bicycles, and there is 
no book about them," he answered. His bald 
head, his worn face, and delicate, precise enuncia- 
tion, were so absurdly irreconcilable with his 
position that I forgot that he was a coachman, 
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and remembered it with a start. From where I 
stood I could read the page heading of the open 
book on his knee; it was, The Ilorse and its Man- 
agement. I explained that the only creature com- 
fort a bicycle required was to be leaned securely 
against a wall, without even the washing now 
being bestowed upon the brougham. He accepted 
the responsibility under a protest none the less 
emphatic for being unexpressed, and we left him 
to his studies. As soon as we were out of earshot 
I asked whether he was considered a good coach- 
man. 

" To speak candidly, my dear sir," said my 
companion confidentially, " he is not. I am no 
horseman myself, but I have noticed a difference 
between the management of this stable and others 
I have seen. He was chosen for his driving. He 
can drive much faster than the coachman we had 
before." 

The broad flight of stone steps at the main 
entrance of the chateau had evidently been built 
in place of the old perron at the same time as the 
hideous battlements of new stone. I asked my 
guide the history of the building, but he was too 
much preoccupied to reply to me. He led me 
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through a large paved hall, past a main staircase 
as modem as the other restoration, to a door at 
which he knocked gently several times. After 
listening in vain for a reply, he opened it softly 
and explored it with his eyes; then he beckoned 
to me with an air of mystery and we went in. 
The windows of the room looked out upon a ter- 
race with the usual stiff French garden behind. 
My guide seemed disappointed at finding the 
room empty. " Why should Kossel choose just 
this moment to be out? " he said peevishly. 
" Please sit down while I find him. You must 
meet Eossel without a moment's delay. He is 
dying to see you." 

I was left to examine the contents of the room. 
It was very barely furnished, and layers of dust 
varying in thickness according to the length of 
time each object had remained undisturbed told 
the biography of its occupier for the past few 
weeks. The dust mantle lay thinnest on a draw- 
ing table near the window, on which all the 
armoury of the draughtsman, plans, palettes, com- 
passes, projectors, and water-colour paints lay scat- 
tered in confusion. Pinned to the walls were 
drawings of mechanical contrivances, while 
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wooden models of cylinders, levers, cranks, and 
pulleys littered every other horizontal surface, of 
chair, table, or floor, in the room. The engineer, 
inventor, or whatever he was, must have outrun 
his supply of material, since an unfinished plan on 
the table had been drawn upon a sheet composed 
of numberless pieces of note paper, embossed 
" Chfiteau Asneres, Cotes du Nord," pasted to- 
gether. 

I was trying to puzzle out the function of the 
complicated series of levers drawn upon this plan, 
when a little thickset man in a brown velveteen 
coat swung himself into the room and stopped 
short on seeing me at his table. Standing with 
his heels together in almost theatrical exactness, 
he coolly examined me with eyes set very far 
apart, returning neither my bow nor my concilia- 
tory smile, and then, pulling an ivory rule from 
his pocket, turned on his heel and fell to measur- 
ing one of the plans on the wall. 

" I fear you must think me an intruder," I 
began; but he was very busy making calculations 
in a notebook, and made no sign of having heard 
me. 

After five minutes of awkward silence my 
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friend returned. " Kossel/' he said, seeing the 
figure at the table, " where have you been? I've 
looked for you everywhere. I wanted to intro- 
duce you to Mr. Hatton. I see that it is unneces- 
sary; you are known to each other already." . The 
little man sprang to his feet. " No? Then let 
me make you known. Monsieur Kossel, our de- 
signer-in-chief; Mr. Hatton, his Majesty's finan- 
cial adviser." I tried to correct him, but the de- 
signer-in-chief gave me no time. His truculent 
barrier of reserve once broken, his feelings gushed 
forth, sweeping away my poor remonstrances in 
a torrent of apology. 

" The new minister of finance? Why wasn't 
I told? Will you ever forgive me, sir, for my un- 
pardonable rudeness? I have never been rude in 
my life without regretting it. You remember, 
Arden, how rude I was to Jomard when he first 
joined us, and what followed? Has he forgiven 
me? iNo, and never will. And what was Jomard, 
a mere lawyer, to me? While the whole future of 
inventions on which depend the destiny of a nation 
hangs upon the view this gentleman may form of 
their utility. Oh, Mr. Hatton, Fortune has thrown 
you and me together in a momentous enterprise. 
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and the fickle jade has begun by permitting me 
to slight my brother-in-arms. Forgive me," he 
said advancing with uplifted hand, " and take this 
hand in token that I am forgiven." 

I felt that inward laughter would master me 
if I spoke. He would not let my hand go, but, 
still grasping it, said with great solemnity, " Do 
not withdraw your hand without thinking for a 
moment that you and I are now making history. 
In the generations to come historians may dispute 
about the exact manner of our meeting." His 
theatrical pomposity was so childish and fatuous 
that no one would have had the heart to kick 
him, and Arden, on the contrary, listened to his 
absurdities with evident admiration. Perhaps 
after all he was a great man, and to the great much 
foolishness is permitted. 

At last I succeeded in freeing my hand, and 
hastened to protest against Arden's persistent mis- 
representation. 

" You are entirely mistaken. I am not the 
person you have been expecting " 

" Stop! " Arden interrupted; "wait till you 
know more about Monsieur Eossel's work. Finan- 
cial men are always sceptical about inventions 
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until their value is assured. Some of M. Rossel's 
work is before you " — he swept his arm compre- 
hensively round the room; " the rest is too well 
known throughout Europe to need any words 
from me. He has consented to be our designer- 
in-chief because, rather than sacrifice his political 
convictions for mere fame and wealth, he has re- 
jected the overtures of foreign governments and 
devoted his inventive genius and his discoveries 
to the Cause." The little man made a series of 
gestures deprecating these high-sounding compli- 
ments, but the swelling of his chest showed his 
appetite for flattery. 

" Since he joined us all his labours have been 
cramped and hampered. Engines of war, upon 
which the success of the Cause depends, are un- 
completed because there are no funds to carry out 
experiments. Even the materials for making the 
models are wanting. And what is the obstacle? 
What threatens to obstruct this great enterprise of 
ours? A sordid question of means. This is why 
your welcome is so warm, and Rossel hails in you 
the colleague for whom he has waited so long and 
anxiously." 

" My friend has admirably expressed my f eel- 
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ings. If Necessity was the mother of invention, 
Finance is the mate, without whom she must be 
sterile and unproductive. Now let me show you 
the first of my progeny you will be asked to be- 
friend.'^ 

He drew me to one of the side tables, whereon 
lay the complicated model of a machine beauti- 
fully cut in some hard wood. 

" With this machine every living being in 
two acres of houses can be destroyed. With ten 
of them I can depopulate a city. You tremble? 
Tou grow pale? So should those who have dared 
to lay hands upon their rightful sovereign. I 
touch this button, so, and every manjack of them 
has gone to his account. The force? Gas, sir — 
a poisonous gas. Deadly in the extreme — but ex- 
pensive. Never mind; we won't count the cost 
any more.'' 

" But does it really do all this? Have you 
tried the model upon animals yet? " 

The designer drew himseK up and rubbed his 
breast impatiently with the tips of his fingers. 

" Leave that to me, sir — leave that to me. I 
design the machines, you find the money to make 
them.'' 
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'' I find the money ! " I said aghast. " I " 

" lie means that you will advise us how to 
raise it," interposed Arden, drawing me back by 
my sleeve. " Do not continue a discussion when 
Rossel rubs his w^aistcoat. We never do," he 
added in an undertone. " You haven't shown Mr. 
Hatton the aerial destroyer," he said aloud, in 
tones of smooth conciliation. 

Was there ever an inventor without a flying 
machine? 

The designer-in-chief preened his ruffled 
plumes, complacently unrolling a large plan, and 
began to explain an invention for poising over 
a doomed city an aerial fort, from which bombs 
and other disagreeable things rained down upon 
the heads of the people below. To my untutored 
ears it sounded plausible, and under the unwonted 
rays of an appreciative listener he bloomed so 
luxuriantly into engineering technicalities that I 
made no attempt to follow him. Arden slunk 
away long before the end of his discourse, and the 
little inventor lectured on to his audience of one 
until the light failed. 

I had long ceased to listen when Arden came 
to release me. He had come, he said, to take me 
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to my room, whither my little valise had already 
been carried. The landing at the top of the main 
staircase formed a gallery around three sides of 
the hall, giving access to long stone galleries that 
communicated with all the rooms of the upper 
story. One of these we followed. Lighted only 
by a small window at the extreme end, it would 
now have been in total darkness but for narrow 
shafts of light, red from the sunset, shot athwart 
the passage from fanlights over each of the doors 
on the left. 

The bedroom assigned to me was nearly at 
the end of the passage, and looked out upon the 
garden. It was furnished like any other French 
bedroom, with the usual wooden bedstead, square 
pillows, stuffy feather mattresses, and a square of 
carpet at the bedside to redeem the nakedness of 
the floor. An ancient dame, with maroon-col- 
oured ribbons in her cap and mittens on her 
withered hands, was doing something to the wash- 
stand. When she saw me she coughed a maidenly 
cough, snatched up a blue slop pail and dustcloth, 
and shambled out. I wished that she had had 
more time. There was dust over everything; 
the sheets on the bed had been clean when it 
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was last made, but that was several weeks be- 
fore. 

Without any luggage but my valise my prepa- 
rations were short. I had soap, and the elderly 
lady of the bedchamber had left a towel behind 
her in her fright. A Norfolk jacket is not a suit- 
able garment for a dinner-party, but the blame of 
my shortcomings must lie on the head of Arden, 
who had brought me here against my will. With 
a change of shirt and an unsparing use of a 
clothes-brush I Had done all that lay in my power. 
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CHAPTER II. 

I STAYED in my room till sounds in the passage 
told me that my neighbours were going down to 
dinner. 

At the bottom of the stairs I found Arden, 
who led me across the hall to a door on the left 
of the entrance. As we went in, the buzz of con- 
versation ceased abruptly. The room — a narrow 
gallery, little more than a passage — was full of 
people. A few ladies sat on the stiff benches 
against the walls, and nine or ten men stood in 
the embrasures of the windows. Arden, turning 
on the threshold, whispered, " I will present you 
to the princess," and led me to a slender girl who 
sat by herself on a divan opposite the middle win- 
dow. The exaggerated courtliness of his address 
left me time to look at her. She was very young, 
barely eighteen, with something more than the 
beauty belonging to her age. Her little head and 
perfect girlish throat were framed in soft dark 
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hair, and something in the droop of the neck — or 
was it the sad little mouth, or the fair skin? — 
flashed the comparison of flower delicacy, of 
ephemeral beauty to be gazed upon and enjoyed 
before the quick fading. Yet with the melancholy 
in the eyes there were gleams of ready laughter 
too, sweetness savouied with the salt of humour, 
the daintiest of all confections. 

She received me with frank welcome, not 
without the diffidence that becomes girlhood, and 
the wish to please that becomes all humanity. 

" I must ask forgiveness, ma'am," I said, " for 
presenting myself in this state; but M. Arden is 
to blame. lie assured me that you would be 
lenient to a guest whose luggage has miscarried." 

" It is we who ought to ask pardon for leavipg 
our poor guests so little time to rest." 

She was going to ask me about my journey 
from England, when Arden who was standing by, 
interposed, deferentially saying, " I was counting, 
ma'am, on this opportunity for presenting Mr. 
Hatton to the court. The dinner hour is the only 
time in the day when we all meet." 

I was presented to two ladies, Madame Thelus- 
son, and another whose name I did not catch, but 
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whom I afterward distinguished as Ilygeia. The 
elder of the two was armed cap-a-pie with a 
taciturnity that was proof against all my efforts 
at conversation, and my discomforture was com- 
plete when Arden whispered, ^^ You are to sit 
next to her at dinner." Hygeia was simmering 
with pent-up conversation. 

She had a comfortable figure, a comical, 
pursed-up mouth, and roving black eyes, and she 
too, like the lady of the bedchamber, whom she 
much resembled, wore black mittens. Perhaps 
mittens were part of the court uniform. " It is 
sad to see the princess looking so unlike herself,'' 
she said to me confidentially. I followed the di- 
rection of her eyes and was fain to say that I 
thought her Highness was looking remarkably 
well. 

"Well! Ah, but this is the first time you 
have seen her. 'No, the autumn never agrees with 
her — the change of the leaves, you know." 

I murmured some allusion to the leaves in 
spring. 

" Spring? Oh, no; the princess is never so 
well in the spring; that is the change of seasons 
too." 
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^' Does the princess feel the heat? " 

" Oh, yes, it affects her dreadfully; and then 
she's so prone to catch cold." 

" In the summer? " 

" No, it is in the winter that she catches cold. 
This place does not agree with her. It doesn't 
agree with any of us. They pretend to laugh at 
me, but indeed, if I was not so fond of nursing, 
and if I did not study health as a science, I do 
not know what would have happened." And she 
pursed up her mouth and shook her head por- 
tentously. " I hope you study your health," she 
added with interest. 

There was a stir among the people near me, 
and we fell back to make way for a person who 
had just come in. He was a short, stoutly built 
man, with a full, clean-shaven face, and gray hair 
combed straight back from the forehead. Though 
squat, he was not deformed, yet the weight of his 
head and shoulders gave an ungainliness to his 
movements that suggested deformity. His eyes 
were veiled with lids that drooped so much that he 
seemed to walk into the room with his eyes shut. 
This effect of blindness was increased by a habit 
of never looking into the faces of those with 
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whom he spoke. I came to know later that the 
lids could be raised, and that the eyes were not 
pleasant to look into. His dress, a shabby vel- 
veteen lounge-coat, showed that he had privileges 
which outweighed the etiquette constraining his 
fellows, and the careless way in which he received 
the deferential welcome of the men showed him 
to be a personage of importance. One or two ap- 
peared to question him. These he answered al- 
most in monosyllables, with a strong upward jerk 
of the head. 

I saw Arden steering for me, upon presenta- 
tion intent. " A most fortunate opportunity. I 
shall be able to present you to Briand," he 
whispered. 

The great man did not catch Arden's hurried 
description of me and stooped his ear for a repeti- 
tion. It was the first sign he had given that he 
took heed of the life around him. He returned 
my bow with an awkward stoop of the shoulders, 
without raising his eyes to mine. ' I saw that the 
skin about his brows and eyes were puckered 
round with tiny wrinkles. 

" What led you here? " he said in a hard, ring- 
ing voice. 
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^^ Accident/' I replied, hnmoiiring his laconic 
mood. 

" There is no such thing as accident." 

" It is a formula/' I ventured. 

" Yes, accident is the formula of fools to ex- 
plain laws they can not understand. I knew you 
were coming." 

Lo another who mistook me for some one else ! 

" That is the more remarkable that I did not 
know it myself when I started this morning." 

" Does a horse know whither he is to be 
driven when he leaves the stables, or a hare when 
the beaters drive him down upon the guns? They, 
too, call it accident, no doubt." 

The comparison pleased me no more than the 
tone of the remarks or the persistently averted 
eyes. When it is worth snubbing a man it is 
worth looking at him to see how the shots tell, 
but this ungenial person would not deign once to 
look at me. " I knew you were coming," he con- 
tinued, " and I know the evil you will bring 
upon us." 

" If you knew so much, sir, you should have 
averted my coming." 

"Avert the things ordained?" he said con- 
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temptuously. For the first time he turned his 
eyes upon me. They chilled me, so painfully did 
the movement suggest deformity. He jerked 
back his head, and lifted his drooping lids with a 
convulsive action, uncovering a circle of suffused 
white round the pale iris. The eyes were dull 
and expressionless, like the eyes of one of those 
lizards that sit motionless for hours and shoot 
life into their glassy eyes only when prey is near. 

At this moment the doors at the end of the 
gallery were thrown open and a servant an- 
nounced dinner. Immediately a gentleman ap- 
peared at the other door and cried, " His Majesty 
desires that the dinner shall proceed." 

Arden carried this message to the princess, 
who rose smiling and led the way, followed by her 
ladies. I was invited to take the lead of the men, 
iand we. trooped into a barely furnished dining 
room, very inadequately lighted with a row of 
candles set in plated candle-sticks down the mid- 
dle of the table. Arden was at my side and 
piloted me to a vacant seat beside the silent dame; 
on the other side I had a lean, whiskered man of 
sorrowful countenance. Two vacant seats were 
kept about the middle of the table on Briand's 
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right. A little red-haired man at the bottom re- 
mained standing, and said a Latin grace in a voice 
broken with emotion. His clerical waistcoat 
marked him for the chaplain. 

An unusual stir at the sideboard made the 
servants a more prominent element in the dinner 
party than is customary in well-appointed house- 
holds. The butler — or at least the man in au- 
thority, for all four were out of livery — a portly 
man with a tallowy complexion, was helping the 
soup with an unnecessary display of energy, issu- 
ing orders in stertorous whispers, and waving the 
dripping ladle like a marshal's baton. The foot- 
men were feverishly assiduous; in panting and 
creaking round the table they never spared them- 
selves, yet the distribution of the soup plates was 
distressingly slow. The soup itself was more 
watery than the washiest fluid in a land of bouil- 
lon; far down below the pepper and the salt the 
palate seemed to detect a thin basis of chicken, and 
so much did it lack substance that one came near 
regretting that it was not even greasy. When the 
three footmen had left the room with the empty 
soup plates the tallow-faced butler crept round the 
table with a claret jug in each hand. There 
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were eighteen places, and he left a stain on the 
tablecloth at each place, being ignorant of the 
art of catching the drop on the lip of the decanter. 
He was afflicted, besides, with a sympathetic affec- 
tion of the wrists that made him tilt both de- 
canters at once; while one did its duty by the 
glass, the other slopped its contents upon the floor 
behind the chairs. The long pause between the 
courses gave me time to notice these trifles before 
the silence was broken. 

The little chaplain was the first to speak. In a 
scarcely audible voice he inquired of his neigh- 
bour whether we were to dine alone that even- 
ing. This neighbour seemed to be too much op- 
pressed by the general stillness to reply, and 
glanced inquiringly at Briand, who sat with half- 
closed eyes, unhearing and unseeing. But the 
cffaplain had performed a professional duty in 
exorcising the demon of silence, and, the con- 
versation becoming general, I made an assault 
upon the taciturnity of the excellent if somewhat 
morose lady who had done me the honour of sit- 
ting next me. My first remark was incapable of 
offending the most fastidious ear. I said, if my 
memory serves, that it had been a lovely day. She 
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turned and looked me in the face for some seconds 
with severity, until I felt my ingratiating smile 
fading from the muscles of my mouth. Then she 
said, " You are an Englishman? " 

" I am," I faltered. 

" And I daresay you are proud of your nation- 
aUty?" 

" Most men are." 

" Yes," she said bitterly, " men are proud of 
the accident of their breed, of their brute strength, 
of everything for which they deserve no credit. 
They call it patriotism, and boast of it as if it was 
a virtue, and then they dress up and go and fight 
each other. Ah, if women, earnest women, had 
votes as they ought, there would never be war 
again; they have no absurd patriotism." 

There were rocks ahead. I saw female suf- 
frage rearing its perilous head right in my courSe. 
It was prudent to drop anchor. 

My silence provoked her like a contradiction. 
^' What, may I ask, is the particular quality in 
your countrymen that you admire? " she sneered. 
I had my head to the current now and let it surge 
past me. 

" Is it their so-called pluck, or their rabbit- 
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like powers of multiplication, or their boasted 
literature? In France we call the first brutality, 
the second improvidence, and the third trash. 
There are Shakespeare and a few dozen medioc- 
rities. Shakespeare, whose one fault was that 
he wrote in English, is claimed by all na- 
tions; the others no one would care to claim. 
But " 

The man on my right, who had been talking 
earnestly to his neighbour, released me by inter- 
rupting our conversation. 

" You have joined us at a very critical mo- 
ment," he said gravely. " You did not expect to 
find us on the eve of making history." 

A longing to escape outweighed my curiosity. 
I had been cast among a number of very earnest 
men and women all embarked upon some great 
enterprise of which I knew nothing, though they 
believed me to have part in it. Surely here was 
a man calm and reasonable enough to listen to 
my explanation. I would approach him by a cau- 
tious path. 

"Let me ask you one question," I said. 
" Who and what do you think I am? " 

He looked startled and uncomfortable; per- 
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haps, in the urgency, my manner had been 
threatening. 

" You are the gentleman we have been long ex- 
pecting from England to advise us about the 
loan." 

" I am nothing of the kind," I said with some 
heat. " I have been trying all day to disabuse 
your friend there of the same idea, but he would 
not listen to me. I am a simple traveller, and I 
came here on my bicycle. I meant to sleep at 
Lannion to-night." 

At this his languid melancholy vanished. 

"But you were sent for," he said eagerly. 
" You had an object in coming." 

" Certainly not. I saw your house from the 
road and came down to look at it, and even at 
this moment I have no idea what this house is 
or who you are that live in it." 

" But surely they told you? " he said in aston- 
ishment. " How could they have let you into the 
house without finding out who you were? The 
lord president must be informed at once. Your 
case will have to be laid before the council." 

" I only hope it will, if by that means I can 
continue my journey." 
» 
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" That is entirely a matter for the council. 
Perhaps they may let you go, if you have not yet 
been told too much about us." 

"Do you mean that anyone would dare to 
keep me a prisoner? " I cried indignantly. 

"Hush — not so loud! They are listening to 
us. After dinner " He broke off in the sud- 
den hush that fell upon the company. From 
without the door by which we had entered came 
the ringing blows of an ironshod staff on the 
stone floor. Everyone turned expectant eyes on 
the door, and some half rose from their seats. 
The double doors were flung wide, and a man in 
evening dress cried, " His Majesty! " facing about 
and backing before a fierce-looking, white mus- 
tachioed old gentleman who wielded a white staff 
of office, himself only the marshal of a higher 
than he. 

The whole company rose, pushing back their 
chairs, and the girl they called the princess hurried 
to the door, a few of the others following her. 
The man who came in last was the same who had 
called Arden away by the pond in the afternoon. 
Dressed in a black velvet coat that set off the 

brightness of his white hair and brilliant eyes, 

» 
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erect, noble-looking, lie would have been remark- 
able in any assembly. Compared with the men 
who sat at this sorry board he was a creature of 
a different species, holding a natural right to rule 
them. 

He smiled an answer to the obsequious saluta- 
tions of the party, and, offering his arm to the 
girl with a kind of tender deference, led her back 
to her seat and took the vacant chair by Briand's 
side. The unconventional colour of my coat in 
contrast with the sombre evening dress of the 
other men caught his eye and he turned to ques- 
tion Briand. From behind the cover of a candle- 
stick I was able to examine his face more closely 
than had been possible in our chance meeting in 
the garden. It was, I think, the most striking 
face I have ever seen. The features were clean 
cut and well proportioned, but their beauty was 
marred by an emaciation that brought the bones 
of the face into painful prominence. The skin 
was of that colourless pallor that suggests ill 
health or confinement, and near the eyes it was 
laced in every direction with tiny wrinkles. 
Without the eyes the face might have been that 
of any well-bred old man given to study and late 
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hours; with them it took a new character. They 
were not merely bright: they burned with a fire 
that waxed and waned with the emotions of the 
mind that lay behind them. Set deep in the head, 
overhung by heavy white eyebrows, they could 
not be described by a colour or a form; they were 
the man himself, the uncurtained windows of his 
soul, effacing all other features in their changing 
brilliance. According to the light in the eyes, it 
was the face of a melancholy dreamer or a hot 
enthusiast; withal a good and kindly face, that 
inspired love as well as the awe that mastered 
every one of this strange company. His calm 
ease of manner was evidently the result of train- 
ing and habitual self-control. The twitch and 
fidget of the long, lean fingers while he was talk- 
ing showed how tensely wrought was his nervous 
texture. When I came to know him better I 
ceased to wonder at the interest he had inspired 
in me before I had even exchanged a word with 
him. I forgot my anger at the threat of forcible 
detention, my contempt for a household so ill- 
governed, in my sudden attraction to this man 
whom they treated like a king, and in curiosity 
to know more of him. 
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Meanwhile, though constraint had fettered the 
conversation, the dinner went on, and I was 
brought to realize thai> it was the worst I had ever 
eaten. The dishes were founded upon poultry 
in every grade of development, from the em- 
bryonic egg to the adult bird of an all too full 
maturity. The soup was the water in which the 
third course had been boiled. Curried eggs had 
been the target of the entree -^ the sweet was a 
leathery omelette, prodigally sugared, the savoury 
chicken's liver on toast. In the hands of a pass- 
able cook such materials would have made a din- 
ner tolerable for an invalid; but my host's 
cook, if sober, was not passably expert, and, if 
drunk, should have been immediately dismissed 
for permitting his infirmity to trench upon his 
skill. 

Some one would have to pay for this, I 
thought. The number of empty plates would 
surely convict the cook of incompetence, or his 
ofiicial superior of criminal leniency. But I was 
mistaken. Everyone except the last comers did 
more than justice to the food set before him, and 
devoured it with a gusto too natural to be assumed 
from considerations of politeness. My host alone 
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sent every dish away untasted, but he might have 
dined elsewhere. 

Following the English fashion, the ladies left 
the table first. As soon as tho door had closed 
upon them my neighbour took Arden aside and 
spoke earnestly to him in an undertone, glancing 
from time to time in my direction. Arden's brow 
clouded, and he seemed to be vigorously combat- 
ing the other's assertions. At last the man broke 
away from him and took a vacant chair near 
Briand, leaving Arden conspicuous in his annoy- 
ance. 

Meanwhile the chaplain came round to me and 
said, " The king has desired me to present you. I 
have not the pleasure of knowing your name and 
title/' 

" My name is James Hatton, and I have no 
title," I said. " You will be good enough to add 

that I am an ordinary tourist " But he, too, 

was too impatient to listen to my explanation. 
He was announcing my name. 

The old man returned my bow with great 
friendliness and ease of manner, and motioned 
me to the chair beside him. At the same moment 
Briand shuffled along the table to his other side 
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and addressed him in an undertone. Ilis impas- 
sive face gave me no indication that I was the sub- 
ject of his remarks; so devoid of human expres- 
sion were his features that he might have been 
asking for the salt. But the smile faded from the 
king's face, and when he turned to speak I felt 
that his countenance was changed towards me. 
" You will forgive us for having fallen into a 
mistake. You seem to have been almost dragged 
here against your will. You will think very badly 
of such exacting hospitality." He spoke with a 
more foreign accent than any of the others I had 
yet heard, but his English was perfect, and he 
never hesitated in the choice of words. I do not 
know whether it was the refinement of the voice 
or the sweetness of the smile that made his few 
commonplace words so attractive. He had in him 
that mysterious quality called charm, which is 
so rarely seen in the intercourse of man with man 
that we have come to think it a quality essentially 
feminine, an emanation as independent of the will 
of its possessor as his stature or the colour of his 
hair, a quality that may be merely physical, so 
strangely are we fashioned and so deeply laid 
the springs of our being. An indolent man pos- 
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sessing It is a pleasant companion, and nothing 
more; a man of action and high purpose is a force 
for good or evil beyond all other forces in the 
world. 

" I am afraid, sire," I answered, " that I have 
been a hardened trespasser. To an English 
tourist nothing is sacred. I saw the roof of your 
chSteau among the trees, and ventured to look 
at it. Monsieur Arden found me, and his hos- 
pitable instincts did the rest." 

" Monsieur Arden thought selfishly of pleas- 
ing us," he said. 

" And now, sire, I only beg to be allowed to 
repair my indiscretion by leaving you." 

Briand, who had been unobtrusively listening 
to the conversation, turned quickly round, and 
said, " The night is very dark, sire." 

" We could not," the old man said without 
appearing to hear him, " think of turning you out 
upon the night at such an hour. You must accept 
our poor hospitality, for," he added with a smile, 
" we, like you, are only travellers, and have to 
content ourselves with traveller's fare." 

I kept silence, in the hope that he would re- 
lieve my curiosity about hinriself , but he broke off 
4 
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to question me about my journey, and about Eng- 
lifih politics which he appeared to know thorough- 
ly up to the beginning of the previous session. 
I tried to recall the chance paragraphs I had seen 
in the papers chronicling the movements of for- 
eign royalty, but could recall no announcement 
of a foreign court settling in Brittany. He ques- 
tioned me closely upon the progress of socialism 
in England, making many shrewd remarks upon 
the future of that illogical doctrine, and showing 
a remarkable knowledge of the economic prob- 
lems both in England and the Continent. 

'^ It has given me great pleasure to meet you," 
he said, rising after a long conversation, " and I 
wish that circumstances permitted us to become 
better acquainted. It is possible that we may 
meet hereafter under happier circumstances." He 
gave me his hand, and left the dining room pre- 
ceded by the chamberlain with the staff. Briand, 
taking Arden's arm, followed his master, and 
the others moved toward the door by which the 
ladies had left. 

I was about to obey their courteous invitation 
to precede them, when Arden hastily returned 
and drew me back to the dinner table. The others 
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closed the door behind them, and we were left 
alone. 

" It is most unfortunate, my dear sir," he 
began; " most unfortunate for both of us." 

" You will admit that I did my best to assure 
you that I was a common trespasser? " 

" Why use such harsh language, my dear 
sir? It is no trespass when the trespasser is wel- 
come. But I blame myself alone. Briand is 
angry with me; so are the others, and they will 
do their best to prejudice his Majesty against me. 
But I felt so sure that you were the finance minis- 
ter that I could not stop to think. I deserve all 
the punishment that my mistake will bring, but 

you I tremble to think of the inconvenience 

it will cause you." 

" Not at all. I have spent a very pleasant 
evening, and when I leave to-morrow I shall carry 
with me a delightful recollection." 

" That is what distresses me. If you could 
leave to-morrow, all would be well, but " 

" But what? What is to prevent me from 
leaving? I intend to leave at daybreak." 

" I sincerely hope you will," he moaned, " but 
it is not yet decided." 
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^^ Pardon me, I decide my own movements, 
and I leave at daybreak. "Who else has a voice 
in it?" 

" The council. It will meet to-night." 

" Look here, Mr. Arden," I interrupted an- 
grily, " I am tired of this mystery. You brought 
me into this house against my will; you would not 
listen to my explanations; I find myself in the 
midst of a royal court, where. Heaven knows, I 
did not wish to intrude. I am taken for a finan- 
cial adviser, and, as soon as I find a man who will 
listen to the truth, I am threatened first with ex- 
pulsion and then with imprisonment. It is mon- 
strous. What is this house, and who compose this 
council that pretends to control my liberty? I 
have a right to know." 

Arden panted with distress. " You are plac- 
ing me in a terrible position, Mr. Hatton. You 
ask me — reasonably, I admit — to tell you what 
my duty and your interest forbid me to tell. 
Listen. It is of vital importance to our cause 
that our whereabouts be not betrayed. The coun- 
cil know this so well that they dare not let a 
stranger possessed of our secret leave us until there 
is no longer any necessity for concealment. You 
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know so Kttle that they may still let you go. If 
I tell you more, in self-preservation they must 
detain you." 

"What are you, then — nihilists? anarch- 
ists?'' 

He shook his head indignantly. 

" But you are a secret society of some kind. 
You are plotting some conspiracy, or you would 
not be afraid of the knowledge of a chance travel- 
ler. You will not even trust my word of honour 
when I promise to keep your secret. What if 
I defy you all, and leave the house this instant, 
setting the French police on the scent? " 

He made a dash for the door by which we had 
come in, and stood there stammering and pant- 
ing with excitement. 

" On your head be it, then. You will not be 
allowed to go. We shall detain you." 

This was uot to be borne. This foolish-faced 
sycophant to entice me here, and then threaten 
me with duress for coming! What cared I, a 
freebom Englishman, for his king and council 
tomfoolery? My temper was rising. I seized 
the handle of the other door and tore it open, 
crying, "Do your worst; I am going! I will not 
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be mixed up with a miserable secret society and 
be raided by the French police." 

I ran through the door, almost into the arms 
of the princess. 

" What a dreadful noise! * Secret societies! ' 
' Police! ' You quite frightened us in the draw- 
ing room, until we agreed you must be rehearsing 
private theatricals. 'What is it all about? " The 
princess had a look of amusement and inquiry on 
her pretty face. 

I retreated into the dining room, and she fol- 
lowed me and shut the door. The look of amuse- 
ment died out of her eyes when she saw Arden 
panting at the other door, and she spoke im- 
patiently: 

" What is it all about? You look as if you 
had been quarreling. We do not like such scenes 
here. I must ask you to explain." 

" I apologize most humbly, ma'am," I said, 
" for my share in this ridiculous scene. I have no 
excuse for losing my temper. Will you permit 
me to explain? " 

She nodded. 

" I trespassed in your garden this afternoon; 
this gentleman met me, and insisted on bringing 
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me into the house, mistaking me, I believe, for 
some one he was expecting, and refusing to listen 
to my assurance that I was only an English tourist. 
He now gives me to understand that this house 
is the headquarters of some secret society, who 
intend to keep me here a prisoner." 

" And now. Monsieur Arden, what have you 
to say to this? " she asked laughingly. 

" I was but executing the orders of the council, 
ma'am," he said, in tones of deferential humility. 
" Thi^ gentleman urged me to tell him who we 
are, and I told him that, if he were too far enlight- 
ened, the council would not dare to let him go. 
Then he called us a secret society, and talked 
about the French police." 

" It is ridiculous to make all this mystery," 
she said impatiently. " Why can not he be told 
who we are?" 

" It was the lord president's orders, ma'am." 

She knit her brows in displeasure. ^' Can 
nothing be done without Count Briand's permis- 
sion now? He is not master here; and I am 
sure that the king does not approve of this the- 
atrical mystery. If you will not tell Mr. Hatton, 
I will. We are not anarchists, sir," she said, turn- 
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ing to me; "we are quite respectable people. 
My father, whom you saw at dinner, is the King 
of Ethuria, I am his daughter, and my name is 
Sunia. These ladies and gentlemen are officers 
of the court, who have been unselfish enough 
to accompany us into banishment. To-day you 
have seen us as exiles; perhaps some day you may 
meet us in a happier position. There are, I be- 
lieve, political reasons for keeping our existence 
here a secret, and of course I can rely on you not 
to reveal it." The sweet and modest dignity of 
her manner was irresistible. 

" Madam," I said, " I am thoroughly ashamed 
of myself. You need have no fears about my dis- 
cretion. I shall tell no one of my visit here." 

" And now, come to my drawing room," she 
said leading the way. Arden did not follow us, 
and I felt in no mood for facing the ladies of the 
court after this disagreeable episode. The prin- 
cess was naturally displeased with me, and, un- 
countenanced by the consciousness of welcome, I 
was painfully alive to the shortcomings in my 
dress. But without rudeness I could not now 
withdraw. 

The drawing room was a lofty room looking 
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out upon the garden. There were shutters, but 
no curtains, to the three windows, and the ex- 
panse of bare wall and polished floor made the 
room look very chilly and comfortless. Three 
shaded lamps threw patches of light around them, 
and into these constricted circles the whole com- 
pany was crowded as if they dreaded the bleak ob- 
scurity of the shadow-haunted corners. The prin- 
cess took a vacant armchair beside my taciturn 
companion of the dinner-table, the only person 
in the room who did not rise in deference to her 
mistress' rank. Under another lamp my lady 
Hygeia had induced three of the four men to 
flutter about the flame of her loquacity; in the 
bright arc of the third the little chaplain and an 
elderly dame sat down to resume their game of 
chess, with the gloom of profound calculation in 
their eyes. 

" Imagine, countess," said the princess play- 
fully, " Mr. Hatton is talking of leaving us al- 
ready, before he has told us any news from Eng- 
land." 

The lady allowed her cold eye to rest forbid- 
dingly upon me for a moment. " It would be 
discourteous to detain him. The English are a 
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strange people. While they are in their own 
country they show their good sense in pining to 
leave it; as soon as they have left it they pant 
to go back again." 

" You see, Mr. Hatton, what I have to fight 
against/' laughed the princess. " England is my 
adopted country, and the countess is an anglo- 
phobist. How is she to be cured? " 

"By a visit to the land of her aversion, 
ma'am," I said gallantly. The lady muttered 
something that I chose not to hear, and the prin- 
cess, with a hint of amused comprehension in her 
eye, interposed gaily: 

" Come, we must have a game. You play 
whist, of course — all" Englishmen do. Countess, 
you are dying for whist; confess it." 

A grim twinkle — ^it could not be called a smile 
— shimmered for an instant in my enemy's eyes. 
" Madame Elaine shall be my partner," added the 
princess. 

The other dowager bowed and went to fetch 
the cards, while two of the men, recalled to their 
duty by the bustle, hurried up with the card table. 
"We sat down to a game openly designed to heal 
differences and to bind over my implacable tor- 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



A COURT INTRIGUE. 55 

mentor to keep the peace with her partner as long 
as the rubber lasted. I faltered some polite cau- 
tion of my incompetence without blunting her 
ghoulish appetite, which the appearance of the 
cards had whetted, and I secretly rejoiced in the 
knowledge that Madame Thelusson had a weak- 
ness, and that an enemy with a vice unveiled is 
an enemy half disarmed. 

Now, by all the laws that govern chance, I 
protest that we should have won. The princess — 
I say it in all chivalrous loyalty — played the game 
like a young lady; that is to say, she smiled at 
her hand when the cards were good, uttered pas- 
sionate ejaculations when they were bad, and pur- 
sued an artless running commentary on the springs 
of action that inspired her to hazard each throw. 
" You see," she would say to her stolid partner, 
" I led the seven because I felt sure you had the 
ace. Never mind; we know now where it is.'* 
Her partner committed every crime short of re- 
voking, and profited little by the child-like con- 
fidences that were so useful to her adversaries. 
Madame Thelusson, on the other hand played 
with that grim self-repression and inscrutable 
vigilance that go to make the complete whist 
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player; and I, without vanity I record it, played 
at least better than the princess. But the cards 
were persistently against us. Made our opponents 
never so many blunders, revealed they never so 
often the contents of their hands, the demon of ill 
luck hovered ever over us and sapped the force of 
our superior skill. What player can bear up 
against a succession of hands with no court card 
higher than a knave, and never a half dozen 
of trumps between the two. 

W^ lost; and as the score mounted, the prin- 
cess flushed with triumph, her partner fidgeted 
with returning intellectual vitality, and the lines 
about Madame Thelusson's mouth set rigid, dam- 
ming up the acrid forces within. 

I admit that her silent disapproval made me 
nervous, but I still assert that I made no mistakes. 
Never once did I fail to respond to her calls, 
and yet with every trick she made me feel that 
she would hold me responsible for fortune's ill 
favour. When the last trick was played, and our 
opponents were four by tricks and four by hon- 
ours, she threw herself back in her chair and let 
her reservoir of acrimony burst its dam, Never, 
she said pointedly to the princess, never in the 
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whole course of her experience had she suffered so 
humiliating a defeat. 

" You had very bad cards/' said the princess, 
still bubbling over with victory. 

" Cards are not everything," retorted the 
lady. " Oh, I tried so hard to help him I Any- 
one who knew the simplest rules Well, 

no matter; I might have known it." 

" You made a very brave fight against over- 
whelming obstacles," interrupted the princess 
hastily. 

" The obstacles were worse than overwhelm- 
ing. Bad cards one may fight against; stupid- 

ity " 

" It is time for prayers," said the princess 
hastily. " Mr. Ilatton, please tell M. Bonor that 
it must be past ten." 

I escaped, as she intended, and heard the hail 
of shots falling harmless in my wake now that I 
was out of range. My message awoke the chap- 
lain from a cold-blooded scheme for the destruc- 
tion of his opponent's queen, and saved her from 
her impending fate. " So it isl " he exclaimed 
regretfully, looking at his watch. " Ah, madame, 
in two minutes you were lost." 
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" So you always say when we are interrupted," 
retorted the lady. " Judge between us, sir; there 
are the pieces." 

Some one touched me on the arm: it was 
Ventenat, my neighbour of the dinner table. 
" It is usual to retire at ten," he said. " Will you 
take leave of her Highness? " 

The princess showed no sign of knowing what 
was usual, for she rallied me upon my readiness 
for bed in a tone of disappointment. She gave 
me her hand with a pretty gesture of frank com- 
radeship, and I bent over it with a formality that 
seemed singularly out of place as a response to 
so charming an absence of affectation. Madame 
Thelusson did not respond to my overtures of 
peace, and I left in the wake of Ventenat with the 
feelings of a child ordered off to bed because his 
elders want to discuss him behind his back. 

The hall was so dark that when the door was 
closed behind us I could not distinguish my com- 
panion's features. " You will excuse me for 
this summary interruption," he said; "the prin- 
cess is accustomed to hear prayers read in pri- 
vate. I knew that you would not wish to em- 
barrass her Highness. Besides, it is late, and 
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I know you are tired. Let me show you to your 
room." 

On a shelf behind the staircase he felt for a 
sulphur match, and lighted a candle, talking 
inanely the while to keep my wandering purpose 
fixed to him. In the draughty hall the flame stag- 
gered and writhed, dancing our gigantic shadows 
athwart the gallery above, and driving the en- 
croaching wall of darkness back before its flicker- 
ing rays. 

Candle in hand we mounted the staircase, 
waking the deserted hall with the ring of our 
bootheels on the uncarpeted stone. The lorn 
cheerlessness of the place chilled me; the stone 
corridor rang to our footsteps like the gallery of 
a prison; I was to be entombed alive, consenting 
to my own captivity. 

While my guide was setting down the candle 
on the dressing table I went to the window and 
threw it open. It was a dark night, and the air 
had that subtle stillness that is intensified by the 
noise of insect life. Crickets shrilled in the gar- 
den beneath me; a smell of flowers and moist 
earth saturated the air; far off a pair of corn- 
crakes barked harshly to each other, while from 
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the pond poured the incessant subtone of the frogs. 
Three broadening streams of light from the win- 
dows of a room on the ground floor poured 
from the house across the garden, and I called 
after my guide to ask who it was that sat up so 
late. 

" It is the council," he answered, with his 
hand upon the door; " the light you see comes 
from the windows of the council chamber." 

"Do they generally sit at night?" I asked; 
but my guide intimated by bowing gravely that 
he was not there to be a target for questions. 

I forced but one more upon him. " Forgive 
my curiosity, but I can not understand why every- 
one speaks English here." 

" By his Majesty's desire, English has almost 
become our court language. There is scarcely a 
man about the court who does not speak it 
fluently." 

I remembered having heard that the Rus- 
sians are such remarkable linguists that they are 
mistaken for natives of every country whose 
speech they borrow, and thought that the Ethu- 
rians must be similarly gifted. 

"Have you everything you want for the 
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night? " he asked with conventional politeness; 
" then let me not keep you up. Good-night." 

Left to myself, I watched the parallel streaks 
of light, barred by bands of shadow where the 
woodwork of the windows cut them, and broken 
one after the other by the silhouette of a man 
walking to and fro before the lights. A sound in 
the passage outside startled me, and I closed the 
window to hear the better. There were soft foot- 
falls interrupted by listening silences, and a grat- 
ing sound in the door, as if an unoiled key were 
slowly turned in the wards. I dashed to the 
handle of the door to tear it open. It was locked. 
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CHAPTER in. 

To be locked into his bedroom in a strange 
bouse is a condition repugnant to every full- 
grown Englisbman. It is duress, and it suggests 
midnight plunder by threat or violence. Ugly 
stories of murder and rapine in wayside taverns, 
inevitably prefaced by the locking of a bedroom 
door on the outside, flashed from some remote 
cranny of my memory where they had lain dor- 
mant since the days when shocking narrative had 
still the power to raise the hair upon my youth- 
ful head. I shook the solid door furiously, mak- 
ing uproar enough to reach to the farthest comers 
of the chateau, but it was strong enough to hold 
its own against any assault unfurnished by a bat- 
tering ram. But there was still the window, and 
with the discovery that one of the gutter pipes 
made an easy ladder down into the garden came 
calmer reflection. To climb out into the night, 
travel-worn, leaving a comfortable bedroom to 
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wander shelterless till morning, was not an at- 
tractive prospect; and if I stayed, what, after 
all, had I to fear? My too pressing entertainers 
knew well enough that a cyclist is not worth 
robbing, and unless they were possessed by an 
eccentric lust for homicide, they could have no 
motive for murdering me in my sleep. Above 
all, there was the bed inviting a weary man, for 
all the unprofessional arrangement of its drap- 
eries. 

I compromised, as many a wiser man has done 
before when prudence fights with inclination. By 
dragging a heavy chest of drawers against the 
door I had a temporary rampart that would give 
me time to retreat by the window in the event 
of a night alarm. Thus protected, I lay down 
in my clothes, determined to keep vigil till the 
morning. 

I shall never be able to record the events of 
that night. I might save my self-respect by de- 
claring that my glass of sour claret at the dinner 
table had been drugged, and that I found evi- 
dence, in the morning, of a midnight visitation; 
but truth obliges me to confess that I meanly fell 
asleep like any other weary traveller. When I 
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awoke, the sun was streaming through my open 
window, and the fresh smell of a garden soaked 
with dew, steaming in the hot sunshine, seemed 
ludicrously out of keeping with my alarms of 
the night. I sprang from the bed and ran to the 
window. 

It was impossible to associate villainy with 
such a scene. The whole garden beneath waa 
laughing with flowers, as if in ridicule of the 
French pedant who had laid it out so stiffly. 
Every flower bed swarmed with bees, and in the 
dense thickets beyond birds were singing grace 
over the meal of worms they had just made upon 
the lawn. And yet over all there was the sadden- 
ing sense of neglect. It was as if Nature was re- 
joicing at recovering the allegiance of a portion of 
her domain, filched from her and defaced by man. 
French lawns are never well kept, but the grass 
was coarser and longer here than is usual even in 
French gardens, and the flower beds more tangled 
and luxuriant. A thick crop of weeds encum- 
bered the gravel paths radiating from the vase 
in the middle, and garden tools, spades, rakes, 
and hoes, indicated the ground each had been 
last employed upon, showing by the varying thick- 
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ness in their coats of rust the industrial history 
of the gardener during the past few weeks. One 
hoe in particular, lying on the path half buried in 
a vigorous crop of weeds, told how once, many days 
ago, the spirit had moved the gardener to weed the 
gravel, and how, after an hour of strenuous effort, 
the spasm had passed, and his desultory fancy had 
cannoned off into a new brief enthusiasm. 

While I was pondering on this curious sys- 
tem of gardening, an old man walked slowly down 
the path that led from the stables. Wearing an 
enormous Panama hat much the worse for the 
weather, and a light Holland coat stained crimson, 
green, and brown by fruit leaves and soil, he 
might have passed for a professional gardener, had 
not his clean-shaven face and slender white hands 
belied the testimony of his garments. I watched 
him idly, thinking that perhaps he was a member 
of the household indulging a daily habit of exer- 
cise before breakfast. He wandered aimlessly 
from one flower bed to another, sighing deeply 
over each in turn, stood for a long time contem- 
plating the new crop of weeds that flourished in 
the garden path so lately hoed, and at length 
began to give petulant words to his thoughts. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



66 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

His eyes fell upon the bed of China roses beneath 
my window, and, sighing deeply, he picked up a 
spade and came and stood over them. Weeds a 
foot high were choking their roots, and I could see 
in the inflexibility of his attitude a determination 
to be the death of them. " How they grow! " I 
heard him say. " It is very depressing. I wish I 
knew their names." 

Then he began to dig, not professionally using 
the foot to drive home the spade, but with a great 
deal of unnecessary arm-work. To my consterna- 
tion, I saw him bury the spade close to the roots 
of a rosebush and deliberately prize it up, roots 
and all, and lay it, sprayed with blossom as it was, 
tenderly on the grass. Then he attacked a second. 
This was too much. I coughed loudly, and said 
with great politeness, " Don't you think it a pity 
to dig up these trees till they have finished blos- 
soming? " 

He started up, gazed wildly about him until 
he saw me at the window, and said, " Were you 
speaking to me? " 

" I was sorry for the roses; that was all. 
Would the gardener like you to dig them up. like 
that? " 
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" I am the gardener," he said with mild dig- 
nity. 

" May I come down and talk to you? " And, 
without waiting for an answer, I swung myself 
down by the gutter-pipe. 

" I am only weeding the bed," he said, con- 
tinuing the conversation without embarrassment. 
" Would you rather that I left it for another day? 
I could quite well do it on Thursday." 

" But are you not killing the roses as well as 
the weeds by digging them up? " 

" Dear me, do you think I am? I am going to 
put them back again, and I thought it would be 
so much easier to get at the weeds if I removed the 
roses first; but if you think it will injure them, 
why, of course I shall not think of doing it." 

This was a very original kind of gardener. At 
the risk of offending him, I asked if he was the 
head gardener. 

" Certainly," he said; " but make no apology. 
Your question is a very natural one, for it is quite 
a recent appointment." 

Like the coachman, he spoke good English, 
and his manner was so winning and unaffected 
that I could not forbear to gratify my curiosity 
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at the risk of seeming impertinent. " Your pred- 
ecessor seems to have given Nature her way," I 
said, looking round me. 

"It was an experiment," he replied, shak- 
ing his head — " an unsuccessful experiment* In 
theory all ladies are excellent gardeners, but in 
practice they are too transient of purpose, besides 
being a little wanting in physical strength. My 
immediate predecessor was a lady, and her pred- 
ecessor a poet" 

" Amateurs." 

" Oh, no; the appointment was quite regular. 
But she allowed things to get into a sad state, 
and I think we were all relieved when she was 
transferred to the department of the Mistress of 
the Robes." 

"And you, no doubt having had experi- 
ence " 

" Of a kind, yes," he said, his face lighting 
up. " I began to take an interest in horticulture 
from growing mummy wheat. Have you ever 
grown mummy wheat ? There is nothing so stimu- 
lating to the imagination. Think of it! seeds that 
were ripened by the sun three thousand years 
ago, that have lain dormant in a tomb through 
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ages of death and decay while history was a-mak- 
ing, ripened by an afternoon sun that warmed 
Pharaoh, germinating in the moisture of a rain 
that wetted Francis of Ethuria, and handing on 
its own fruit for countless generations more. 
Why, if mummy wheat could speak, it could tell 
of things beside which the tales of Rip Van 
Winkle would be fustian, and the lore of the 
most profound Egyptologists infantine platitudes, 
I declare that, if I had a boy to educate, I would 
Bet him to grow mummy wheat. It is at once 
the Inost stimulating and liberal education." 

Looking around me, I was tempted to hint 
that it omitted gardening from its curriculum, 
but refrained. 

"And not only wheat,'^ he continued, with 
the flame of enthusiasm in his eyes; " I planted 
other seeds found in the tombs, and though none 
of them actually germinated, the experiment was 
strikingly interesting. You are yourself an 
Egyptologist? " 

"No," I answered, abruptly shutting oft the 
threatening sluice-gates of his eloquence. " And 
so you were appointed head gardener. Have 
you no assistants f '^ 
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" Two," he replied with a sigh, " and both 
new to the work. Ah, when he has assistants, 
a gardener's life is not as Arcadian as they would 
have us believe. Neither of them up yet, you see. 
It is as well. If they were here, I should have 
to think of work for them." 

I felt that it would be a sinful waste of oppor- 
tunity not to pump so simple and communicative 
an old gentleman. " Were you here when these 
flowers were planted? " I began. 

A cloud dimmed the candor of his eye; he 
snatched up his spade and dug it savagely into the 
bed, saying: " One learns something new about 
gardening every day. Never again will I dig 
up roses to get at the weeds. How fortunate 
that we met in time! " 

At this moment two young gentlemen of 
athletic build strolled out of the shrubbery and 
joined us. They were smoking well-worn pipes 
of tobacco so villainous as to be barely tolerable 
even in the open air, and they sauntered up with 
the languor of men who feel oppressed by the 
necessity of killing another weary day. They 
greeted my companion with a, nod, and asked 
him whether there was anything particular to 
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do; " because," they added, " if not, we thought 
of sitting down in the shade for a bit to finish 
our pipes." 

He snatched eagerly at this slender excuse for 
procrastination. " I was just going to make the 
same suggestion," he said; " you will learn a good 
deal by watching me; " and they lounged away, 
leaving him to replant his rose bush and battle 
with the weeds alone. I strolled away toward 
the stables to assure myself of the safety of my 
bicycle. The young helper, whom I had seen 
washing the brougham oyemight, was holding 
four horses by their halters, while a middle-aged 
groom was dragging harness and utensils out of 
the stable door and piling them in a heap in the 
yard, preparatory, no doubt, to the Augean task 
of cleaning out the stalls. Hearing monotonous 
tones proceeding from the coach house, I passed 
them to peep in, repenting immediately of having 
played eavesdropper to the poor old coachman 
when he thought himself alone. He was sitting 
on the box of the brougham, in a costume half- 
clerical, half -equestrian, crooning Latin verses to 
himself. Reins fastened to the pole chains hang- 
ing loose from his limp fingers, suggested that he 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



72 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

had mounted the box with professional purpose; 
but his mind was far away, his dreamy blue eyes 
stared out through his spectacles at the past, 
and his poor body, that should have- been perched 
so bravely on the cushions, had sunk inert into 
itself as if stuffed with bran, a mere shell for his 
memory. 

I would have withdrawn unnoticed had not 
the shifting of my shadow caught his eye as I 
moved. He started, and caught his breath in the 
middle of a sonorous period. 

" I beg your pardon! '^ I cried; '' I thought 
there was no one here. I came to take out my 
bicycle." 

"Ah! I am afraid that is impossible, but 
it is quite safe. I have had it cleaned." 

^^ And why, may I ask, can not I take it out? " 

"Frankly, I can not tell you. The order 
came late last night." 

" Who gives all these extraordinary orders? " 
I asked indignantly. 

" The council," he replied wearily. " I have 
given up asking the reason for them. Permit 
me to advise you to do the same." 

" But you yourself suffer from them? " 
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" What says Ovid? ^ Leve fit quod bene 
f ertiir onus ' — light feels the burden cheerfully 
borne. I simply accept the inevitable." 

^^ I have teen talking to the head gardener. 
He does not seem altogether happy in his post." 

" Whose fault is that? A pestilent grumbler, 
sir, believe me. Does Jomard like keeping poul- 
try ? Do I like driving horses? ^ Multi nil rectum 
nisi quod placuit sibi ducunti ' — Is nothing right 
that does not please one's own conceit? " 

" My dear sir, I have been looking for you 
everywhere," interrupted a voice behind me. 
" How did you pass the night? " It was Arden, 
full of restless solicitude, uncertain of his recep- 
tion after the outrage of the locked door. " I have 
been to your room," he went on, " and was sur- 
prised to find that you were already up." 

" No doubt. Being locked in, you thought I 
was safe till you chose to turn the key." 

A blush suffused his foolish face. 

"Ah, sir, why blame me for what was a 
very distasteful duty? I had simply to obey 
orders." 

" And I not unnaturally resent such an out- 
rage on the laws of hospitality as locking up a 
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guest in his bedroom." This brutal version of 
the incident wounded him cruelly. 

" When you know us better," he said with 
dignity, " you will regret having spoken so harsh- 
ly; but I came to invite you tp breakfast. It is 
his Majesty's desire that I should place myself 
at your disposal until he is able to grant you an 
audience." 

Linking his arm in mine, he led me around 
to the front door. In the gallery where we had 
assembled for dinner, a number of small tables 
had been laid with coffee. Several men, careless- 
ly dressed, rose as we went in; the ladies evi- 
dently did not make their appearance until later 
in the day. Arden tried hard to encourage con- 
versation during this informal meal. He greeted 
every new arrival with effusion, rallying him 
ponderously on the lateness of his appearance. 
After replying to him with gravity, the others 
munched their rolls in silence and dropped off 
when they were satisfied. I had tasted worse 
coffee, and the butter and home-baked rolls spoke 
to the presence of a skilled hand somewhere in the 
kitchen. 

When there remained no excuse for detaining 
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me longer at the table, Arden's puerile devices 
for keeping me under surveillance almost moved 
me to pity. Would I permit him to show me 
over the grounds? No? Well, then the house, 
or the stables. Was I sure that I had seen them 
all? He was, moreover, tortured with anxiety 
about my conversation with the coachman. 

"A worthy man, my dear sir, but growing 
old and garrulous; no doubt he talked the great- 
est nonsense. The fact is," he whispered con- 
fidentially, " few of us were in favour of his ap- 
pointment. I sometimes think that neither he 
nor the head gardener are quite competent to per- 
form their duties. The gardener, for instance, 
made an excellent librarian, and the man they 
have put in his place positively can not distinguish 
one book from another except by its bulk or the 
colour of its binding." 

" Then why were they appointed? " 
He laughed unmirthfuUy. " Well, my dear 
sir, we can not all be pilots of the same ship — 
can we? Just now the president of the council 
happens to be Briand, and it is no right of ours 
to question the honesty of the advice he gives to 
his Majesty. But you will know more about 
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these things when you have been with ns a little 
longer.'* 

" Pardon me," I said, *^ I am quitting you aa 
soon as I have taken leave of his Majesty." 

lie humoured me with an indulgent smile. 
" It must be nearly time. — Claude/' he cried to 
the only other occupant of the gallery, " Claude, 
do you know whether his Majesty is receiving 

yet?" 

^' The chamberlain was in the hall when I 
came in," replied the other. Arden started up. 
^' Then his Majesty is giving audience already. 
Come, or we shall be too late." 

Several men were strolling up and down the 
hall in conversation; and to one of these the cham- 
berlain, who had announced his Majesty in the 
dining room the previous evening, Arden ad- 
dressed himself. He conducted ua through an 
anteroom, wainscoted with divans like the gal- 
lery, to the council chamber, as my guide grandil- 
oquently called it. This was a square room of 
considerable size, lighted by three long windows 
giving upon the garden, the same windows that 
had flamed across the night while the council de- 
liberated upon my fate. Like the room we had 
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just passed tlirougli, it was simply furjiished. A 
leather-covered table, set with chairs and station- 
ery as if for an examination, ran its length, and 
in the place of honour at the head stood a vast 
carven seat topped with a royal crown in all the 
bravery of vermilion and gold leaf. The severe 
simplicity of this room, the ordered array of 
chairs, silently eloquent of weighty and digni- 
fied deliberations, of the stable character of the 
men who were wont to sit here, were strangely 
inconsistent with the manners of this eccentric 
household. Arden's disquietude had been in- 
creasing with every step that brought us nearer to 
this room. He pointed to a door at the other 
end, and said in a reverential whisper, ^^ Beyond 
are the king's private apartments." 

" What are they like? " I asked indifferently. 

" My dear sir, what a question! No one but 
his chamberlains, and perhaps Briand, have ever 
been through those doors. His Majesty will re- 
ceive us here. Colonel Bertrand will announce 
us; " and he took up a position midway between 
the table and the window. The chamberlain 
meanwhile passsed into the hallowed region be- 
yond, and we waited, possessed, Arden by awe 
6 
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and I by curiosity. Presently the chamberlain 
bustled in and surveyed us with the critical eye 
of a drill sergeant. " A foot further back, if you 
please, gentlemen," he said. " Thank you; I 
think that will do," and he disappeared again 
into the room beyond. Meanwhile one or two 
others joined us from the hall — the chaplain, the 
inventive genius, whom I had missed from break- 
fast, and another whom I had not yet seen. At- 
tired now in garments befitting the solemnity of 
the occasion, they dressed up in line with us and 
looked straight to their front, barely finding com- 
posure enough to return my salutation. The 
delay seemed interminable, but at last the tap- 
tap of the ironshod staff was heard, and the 
chamberlain shouted " His Majesty! " as on the 
previous evening. In his morning dress of black 
velveteen the king looked even more striking than 
by candlelight. The stronger light of day en- 
hanced the whiteness of his hair, the strange 
pallor of his skin, and the unnatural brightness 
of his eyes almost painfully. Towering above 
his military staff bearer and the two men that 
followed him, he walked slowly round the table 
toward us, while I, following the example of my 
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companions, bowed low. His manner had lost 
the ease and friendliness of the night, and had 
taken on a gravity befitting an interview that 
was intended to be purely formal. He gave me 
his hand, and I bowed over it in what I hoped 
was the courtly fashion prescribed by the rules of 
intercourse with royal personages. 

" I am afraid, Mr, Hatton, that you have 
been treated very badly here. I do not know 
that I was altogether responsible. I think our 
friend Arden was the principal culprit," he added 
with a smile. 

" Oh, sire! '^ protested Arden inarticulately. 

" I was alone to blame, sire, for intruding as 
an uninvited guest," I answered bluntly. " M. 
Arden made a very natural mistake." 

" I may tell you," the king went on, smiling, 
" that we had an anxious discussion about you 
last night. Several of my council are pleased 
to think you a most dangerous person." 

" A traveller is always flattered, sire, by being 
an object of official suspicion." 

" I did not share their doubts. I told them 
that English gentleman who have unwittingly dis- 
covered another person's secret do not betray it," 
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I bowed, in token that I understood the 
hint. 

" You are, of course, free to leave us when 
you please. My stables are at your service; but 
I wish that you would let us efface the unpleasant 
impressions of last night by becoming our guest 
for a few days." 

" Your Majesty is very kind " 

" Gentlemen," said the king to the others, " I 
wish to be alone with Mr. Hatton; " and he sat 
down in the nearest chair. 

The chamberlain set a chair for me at a re- 
spectful distance, bowed low, and withdrew with 
the others, leaving us alone. 

The king's manner at once became less formal. 
"Please sit down. You were about to refuse 
my invitation; allow me to say that I shall be 
much disappointed if you do. It will seem 
strange if I tell you that you can be of the 
greatest service to me. Let me persuade you to 
stay here for two days; if you then wish to 
go I will not try to prevent you." His man- 
ner was so friendly and earnest that it would 
have been the height of churlishness to decline his 
invitation. 
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" I should not have hesitated, sire, for a mo- 
ment, had I known a little more " 

" Of course ! of course I I have no doubt that 
to those who do not know us we seem a highly sus- 
picious assembly; but let me assure you that we 
are neither anarchists nor revolutionaries, nor 
even an eccentric society for social reform. I 
am only the sovereign of a state that has elected 
to try for a time a republican form of govern- 
ment; my companions are a handful of my loyal 
people who have been unselfish enough to share 
my exile. I need not trouble you with a descrip- 
tion of the events that have led to this issue; they 
are painful to me. Some day, if you stay with us, 
you will hear of them from others." He paused, 
and I kept silence. 

" To be plain, Mr. Hatton, I have need of you. 
You think it strange that of all my loyal friends, 
some of whom are here, and others watching 
events at home, I have not found trustworthy 
and far-seeing advisers in plenty. I do not dis- 
parage one of them when I confess that I have 
not. Their honesty, their devotion, and their 
self-sacrifice avail nothing if they are ignorant, 
and a man who knows no country but his own 
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does not even know his own. A king detlironed 
has no friends; foreign governments are shy of 
him; to private acquaintances he is an object 
of pity or ridicule. You, as an Englishman and 
a private gentleman, can give me what my friends 
can not and my foreign acquaintances will not 
give." 

" I am afraid, sire, that you overrate my in- 
fluence in England." 

" I do not ask for your influence, but your 
friendship and advice." 

I did not stop to ask to what I was committing 
myself. Even if the man himself had had no 
charm of manner, who would have put aside such 
an adventure? To be unofficial adviser to a real 
king, albeit dethroned, to play at affairs with utter 
irresponsibility, to set perhaps our own foreign 
office humming with the news of a coup d^etat — 
what roving Englishman could have resisted the 
temptation? 

" I am unworthy of your good opinions, sire; 
but I ask no more than to stay and serve you." 

" Do not commit yourself till you have seen 
more of me," he said, smiling. " I accept your 
decision for two days; then you must choose 
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again. In the meantime I must ascertain whether 
I have the power to appoint you a member of my 
council — that is, whether a British subject can 
subscribe the oath. This afternoon," he added, 
rising, "I shall have much to say to you about 
our projects. I will let you out into the garden, 
to save you the curiosity of the gentlemen in the 
anteroom.'' 

He shut the window after me, and I was free 
to go where I would. 
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In the garden I found the princess and two of 
her ladies. She looked very pretty and girlish in 
her cotton dress, flitting from bed to bed in her 
search for roses to add to the great bunch she 
carried in her hand. Her ladies sat aloof upon a 
bench in the shade, the one with obstructed gar- 
rulity oozing from every pore, the other austere, 
sour, and dragon-eyed. The princess greeted me 
very prettily. " Is not this garden a disgrace, 
Mr. Hatton? Three able-bodied gardeners to 
produce a result like this! Look at those poor 
petunias fighting their way through this mass of 
weed! And the paths — one might make a crop 
of hay off them already." 

" I take some credit to myself, ma'am, for 
rescuing those China roses this morning. I found 
the head gardener digging them up to get at the 
weeds." 

" Just like him! " she laughed. " I can not 
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think why the poor old man was made gardener, 
or, indeed, why any of the servants are what they 
are; but I dare not speak to the king about it, 
it worries him so." 

" His Majesty has been kind enough to ask 
me to stay here. This afternoon I am to be in- 
trusted with the secret of your plans. I fear that 
his Majesty greatly overrates my powers of serv- 
ing him." 

" I am very glad you are going to stay," she 
said gravely; "the king is in great need of in- 
dependent advice. Do all the fools of a nation 
always swarm to court as wasps to treacle? " and 
she sighed. 

" Is it indiscreet to ask on whose advice these 
appointments are made — the gardener's, for in- 
stance? " 

"I thought you knew. Oh, on Count Bri- 
and's; you met him last night at dinner." She 
glanced around and sank her voice: " Briand is 
now president of the council and the king's ad- 
viser, and since his appointment nothing has gone 
well with us. You know the world; do you think 
men ever give bad advice on purpose to ruin the 
man they profess to be serving? " 
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" A scoundrel might, ma'am. Do you suspect 
any of the king's advisers? Who is this Count 
Briand, who seems never to be mentioned except 
with bated breath? What has he done to com- 
mand such cringing respect? " 

" I know nothing of him except what I have 
seen here. You see, I have only lately joined the 
king; before that I was in England for my edu- 
cation. When I came here Briand was a mere 
gentleman of the court, very odd in manner, very 
silent and reserved; but he grew rapidly in the 
king's favour, until now nothing is done without 
his consent. He speaks to no one about the court 
except Madame Thelusson, yet every creature, 
from the gardener upward, seems to be afraid of 
him. I once overheard a conversation that puz- 
zled me immensely. Madame Thelusson was try- 
ing to persuade Madame Moir to go with her to 
some ceremony that sounded very much like a 
spiritualistic seance. When she heard that Briand 
would be there, she was much too frightened 
to go." 

This was becoming interesting, and I took the 
risk of offending the princess, and asked her about 
her early life. 
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" You will think it very strange," she said, 
" that I knew scarcely anything of my father till 
a few weeks ago. There was always some mys- 
tery about him. I knew, of course, that I had 
no relations in England, and that he was a mys- 
terious personage somewhere in the east of Eu- 
rope, and that some day I should go to him and 
never come to England again. Then, one day — 
fancy, it was only two months ago; it seems years 
— the people with whom I was living in Corn- 
wall told me that they had bad news; that my 
father was coming for me, and that I must pack 
up to go and meet him in London. They took 
me to the hotel where he was, and there I saw him 
again, a stranger, after all those years. I tried 
hard to recognise in him the shadowy personage I 
thought I recollected, but if I failed, remember 
that I was only five when I had seen him last. 
That night we crossed the channel with his cou- 
rier, who took the most despotic charge of us on 
the journey. At Guingamp we found a car- 
riage waiting to bring us here. For the first two 
or three days we were comfortable enough; the 
landlord was still here, and his servants did their 
best for us. Every day new members of the court 
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arrived, and were presented to the king and as- 
signed their places in the household by the land- 
lord, who insisted on relieving my father of all 
the business details. When they were all here, as 
you see them, the landlord left, taking with him 
all the servants that had not left before. I sup- 
pose he took leave of the king, but to us it was a 
great surprise. Very early in the morning I was 
awakened by the sound of wheels, and ran to the 
window just in time to see them driving down the 
avenue. You have no idea of the dreadful state 
we were left in for the first few days. I can laugh 
at it now, but I assure you it was no laughing 
matter at the time. You know the king had to 
escape from the palace in the night and cross the 
frontier in disguise. There was no time to collect 
a retinue. The people you see here all chose 
exile voluntarily rather than live under a revolu- 
tionary government, and they have resolved to 
do the menial work of this temporary lodging 
rather than have foreign servants here, who might 
betray our plans. But ladies and gentlemen do 
not make good servants, and we really suffered 
the most ludicrous tortures till they had shaken 
down into their places. You have seen what they 
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are now; but imagine what it must have been 
when they were first turned loose upon the 
kitchen! It is fortunate that you did not choose 
the week before last for your visit." 

^'Have you only been here a fortnight, 
ma'am? " 

" Nearly three weeks, to be exact. It feels 
like months. I suppose that the revolution, even 
in so insignificant a state, found its way into the 
English newspapers." 

I tortured my memory to recall such a para- 
graph in the foreign news sheet of the Times, and 
wrung forth a blurred vision of disturbances in 
eastern Europe, Bulgarian political murders, 
Servian abdication, Armenian outrages, and Sla- 
vonic wiles, a confused uproar of piercing cries 
dulled by wearying reiterations. Probably I 
had read the little paragraph and forgotten it 
with a thousand other such announcements about 
places of which I knew nothing. 

" 'No doubt, ma'am, the English papers re- 
ported the revolution, but I am interested in your 
landlord. Is he a Frenchman? " 

" No, he is English. I believe he bought 
this chfiteau from an eccentric love of solitude 
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when it was a mere ruin. He restored it as you 
see — Oh, yes, in execrable taste I admit, but I 
daresay his French architect was the real sin- 
ner. But he was very kind to us, and really 
organized my father's household as if he was 
bound to him by the bond of subject and sovereign 
instead of the mere business tie of landlord and 
tenant." 

" But he left so suddenly." 

" To us it seemed sudden, but not to the king. 
Only the day before he was decorated with the 
second class of the Silver Falcon, and it must have 
been then that he took leave. But look! there 
is Count Briand talking to Madame Thelusson. 
What can he have to say to her? They are 
staring at us so fixedly that I think I had better 
go to them." 

I saw Briand draw her away from her ladies 
with unpolished abruptness of speech, and then 
the lady of masterful countenance gathered her 
things around her and bore down upon me, de- 
manding my undivided attention. Flight was 
out of the question, unless I was content to give 
her cause for declaring war. She scarcely re- 
turned my salutation. 
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" The princess has permitted you/' she said, 
'^ to take leave in an interview of great length." 

" Her Highness was most gracious; but I did 
not take leave, because I am not leaving," 

*^ Not leaving! " she exclaimed, raising her 
eyebrows incredulously. " The count led me 
to expect that you were leaving us this afternoon. 
He is seldom mistaken." 

" He is wrong in this instance. His Majesty 
has been gracious enough to invite me to stay." 

^' His Majesty is always kind," she remarked 
pointedly, in an acid tone that interpolated an 
adverb of excess as plainly as if it had been 
spoken. 

^' And you refused, of course? " 

" On the contrary, I most gladly accepted." 

" Ah," she muttered with threatening signifi- 
cance, " that's a pity, but it is not too late. You 
must be called away. Not a telegram, of course 
— there are no telegraphs here — but an engage- 
ment, a very pressing engagement. You take 
me?" 

"No, madame, I mistake you. I have no 
pressing engagements, and I can not conceive 
why I should go," 
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*^ Then I will make it clear to you," she ex- 
claimed with some heat. " You must go because 
it is to your interest to go; and not only yours, 
but the interests of many thousands of your fel- 
low-creatures. Ask me nothing, but take my ad- 
vice. There are projects on foot that affect the 
destiny of a nation — ^projects that have cost nights 
of unremitting labour, days of painful anxiety; 
designs that may be fast approaching fulfillment, 
and these you may ignorantly wreck by your pres- 
ence here, if, indeed, you have not already 
wrecked them. I appeal to you as a gentleman 
to stand no longer in the light of those who wish 
you no harm.'^ 

" Madame, you alarm me extremely. You 
have shown me the dangers that lie beneath my 
feet. It is most polite and considerate of you.'' 

" And you will go? " 

" Of course I will — as soon as his Majesty 
has no longer need of me." 

A very ugly look came over the old lady's 
face. I had ruthlessly dashed down her newborn 
hopes. 

" Very well," she said grimly, " you refuse? " 

" On the contrary " 
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^^ Oh, you know what I mean. You will not 
decline his Majesty's invitation. Well, you will 
have only yourself to thank," and she faced about 
and strode off to her companion with a martial 
step. She was a very terrifying old lady* 

Her remarks about the projects I should ruin 
by remaining puzzled me exceedingly. If these 
were the king's projects for regaining his throne, 
why should she have been so anxious for me to 
leave of my own motion? A word from the king 
himself would have been so easy to obtain. It 
flashed across me for a moment that she might 
be a spy of the Republican party at home, smug- 
gled into the court of the exiled king to keep her 
employers informed of his plans; but I reflected 
that, as a spy, she would have welcomed the ar- 
rival of a young Englishman who might reason- 
ably dissuade the king from adventuring rashly 
to regain his throne. At any rate, it was clear 
that in the heat of our altercation she had for- 
gotten her prudence and had suffered herself to 
betray a secret. If I had doubted my resolution 
to stand by this discrowned king of a petty state, 
I wavered no longer. A king that bore his re- 
verses with such gentleness interested me; a prin- 
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cess whose exalted estate had not killed her natu- 
ral and wholesome gaiety attracted me; a grim 
lady who urged me in dark sayings to hasten my 
departure filled me with vague uneasiness, and 
finally resolved me to stay. 
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Afteb an early luncheon — a meal nearly as 
slipshod as the breakfast of the morning, a restless 
meal, in which the eaters came and went as they 
liked and foraged for themselves — I was at pains 
to give Arden the slip and to find space for a soli- 
tary cigar and meditation before my promised in- 
terview with the king. I found the path by the 
pond deserted, and under the soothing influence 
of the divine inhalation I let my feet carry me, 
and tried to think out the future drift of this ad- 
venture. Walking thus aimlessly behind the 
shrubbery, I came upon the dumping-ground for 
garden rubbish, dead leaves, mown grass, and 
sweepings of the gravel. In a shed, neglected 
like everything else in the precincts of the chateau, 
tools littered the floor, and a trail of them, rusted 
by exposure to the weather, showed that the last 
visitor had taken away more than he could carry, 
and had been too lazy to come back and pick up 
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what he had dropped. ^A stack of flowerpots near 
the door was a fair illustration of the methods of 
this thriftless household: brought hither in casts 
to be laid carefully in parallel lines, they had been 
flung ruthlessly from the cart, crashing crosswise, 
like billets of wood, and left lying in a ruin of 
potgherda, with rank grass shooting up between 
them. Standing back in the thickest of the 
shrubbery beyond the shed was a building that 
piqued my curiosity. It was a sort of summer' 
house of varnished pine, almost large enough for 
a billiard room, solidly built, with glass windows 
heavily shuttered within, and having, unlike ita 
ruinous surroundings, the air of being well oared 
for and regularly frequented, for the path that 
led from the garden to its door was trodden bare. 
The door was locked; the shutters were as closely 
fastened as if it had never been used from the 
day the carpenters deserted it; yet as I walked 
round to the back I heard something scrape inside 
upon the wooden floor. Was the place a glorified 
dog-kennel? I stood for several minutes listen- 
ing, until I was assured that the inmate was not 
a domestic animal, for no domestic animals wear 
boots. It had come into my mind that the hut 
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might be a prison, until, as I stood looking at the 
door, a key turned in the wards. Prisoners do 
not lock their doors on the inside. The tenant 
of the Bummerhouse was coming out; and hav- 
ing no wish to be caught eavesdropping, I re- 
turned to the pond, reserving the mystery of a 
house where daylight is barred out at high noon 
for future investigation. 

My Walk was interrupted by the inevitable 
Arden. 

" At last I have found you- We have been 
looking for you everywhere, and I have been 
twice to this place myself." 

"I was exploring," I said, pointing in the 
direction of the summerhouse* He looked dis- 
turbed. 

** The toolshed? Oh, surely not the observa- 
tory? But it is not used now; it is kept locked/' 

" Yes, but locked on the inside. There was 
someone there who would have invited me in had 
he known that I wanted to see the place*" 

" My dear sir, none of us have ever been al- 
lowed to look into that room. They say that 
Madame Thelusson was once seen to come out 
of it, but she denies it, and so there is no more 
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to be said. We do not speculate about the uses 
the house is put to; it is unwise. And, besides, 
I was forgetting: his Majesty will receive you at 
half past two, and it must be near the hour." 

The king was alone in the council room, and 
I was ushered into his presence without the elabo- 
rate ceremony that I had come to think insepa- 
rable from this overpunctilious little court. He 
received me with an unaffected friendliness that 
at once put me at my ease, and made me resent 
the difference in station that must ever be a 
gulf fixed between us. I had allowed myself 
hitherto to drift on the tide of circumstances in 
idle curiosity; now, though I knew the destinies 
of this dethroned ruler were in no way a concern 
of mine, that to identify myself with his interests 
would certainly interfere with my duties in Eng- 
land, and perhaps even lead me into serious em- 
barrassment, I felt myself swept onward by a cur- 
rent that I no longer wished to stem. Perhaps 
this change in me caught his sympathetic intuition 
and pierced his armour of reserve, tor I learned 
at last some tangible history of the events that had 
brought exile upon him. It was the new story 
of revolutions, already becoming old; the story 
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of thrones overset, not because they galled the 
shoulders of the people who carried them, but 
because the people, lightened of the burden be- 
fore they could distinguish liberty from license, 
had in this first mad curvet of unharnessed free- 
dom spurned the rider who was at once their 
liberator and their future hope of good govern- 
ment. It seemed the grimmest irony that the 
hounds of mutiny should have been loosed against 
one who all his life had held his great position 
as a sacred trust, while so many sat secure on the 
thrones in which they and their fathers before 
them for many generations had lolled in self- 
indulgent idleness. 

As he told the story he seemed to forget that 
he was not alone. His whole expression and 
voice took on the alternating passion and despair 
of his memories. He believed, not in the " right 
divine of kings to govern wrong," but in the ex- 
cellence of one-man government when the right 
man can be found. He, the bom ruler of his 
people, sanctified by the centuries of tradition 
that were once mistaken for right divine, had 
himself offered them reforms they did not ask; 
had voluntarily set free serfs who did not sigh for 
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freedom; had watched the secret disloyalty of his 
landowners with a calm belief in the triumph 
of a noble cause; had heard unmoved that the 
people themselves were siding with his enemies, 
and had stood at last on the parapet of his palace 
while thousands in the darkness below yelled 
threats against him. On that f ktal night he might 
still have saved his throne. One little word 
spoken to the guards who leaned, rifle in hand, 
over the parapet, would have sent the currish mob 
flying like dead leaves in an autumn gust till none 
were left in the square below but a paltry score 
or BO in their death agony; but the father of his 
people could not doom the least of his sons to 
death, and the word was never spoken. One 
little message accepting the rebels' terms would 
have left him on the throne shorn of all the reality 
of power; but the king of his people could hold 
no parley with traitors, and the message was never 
sent. There remained but to surrender his per* 
son or to fly; and to surrender would have killed 
the last hope of winning back the allegiance of a 
people whose love for him would prevail as ^oon 
as this madness was past With a splendid weak- 
ness he yielded to the entreaties of his household 
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and fled; with a magnificent obstinacy he still 
clung to his principles, despite the rude shock that 
should have uprooted any convictions* 

" I saw the storm coming," he concluded sad- 
ly, " and I hope I faced it like a man. Never 
once did I bend to it. If the blast was strong 
enough, I resolved that it should break me; and 
now that I am broken I have the consolation of 
reflecting that not a single life was lost by any 
act of mine." 

Plunged in sad memories, he seemed to have 
fogotten me, and I ventured to break the long 
silence by a question. 

" Ah, no," he replied* " Blood was spilt, but 
not until I had crossed the frontier. A few. of 
my loyal people dared to take up arms in de- 
fence of their sovereign; some day their blood will 
be required at the hands of those that shed it." 

I respected his emotion, and turned toward the 
window to avoid spying on his grief. As I did so, 
a man crossing the lawn caught sight of me and 
quickened his pace in the direction of the sum- 
merhouse. While I was wondering what motive 
for haste any member of such a household could 
have, I was startled by the sound of my own name. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



102 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

"Mr. Hatton," said the king in an altered 
voice, " I did not send for you only to recount 
the events that have brought me here. As I told 
you this morning, I want a service from you. 
Perhaps you think that because I submitted to 
be swept from my throne by the tide of circum- 
stances I am content to drift along for ever on the 
current. It is not so. If I was free to choose my 
life I would be a private gentleman, busied about 
the welfare of my estate, and never meddle with 
politics for the rest of my days. If my country 
had no need of me; if the rebels were even capa- 
ble -of holding the reins of government they 
snatched from me, I would never lift a finger to 
recover my throne. But I know my people better 
than they know themselves. Give them time to 
learn the evils of mob government, the jealousies, 
the contempt for rulers risen from the people and 
tyrannizing over them, the open corruption, and 
they will wake rudely from their dreams of lib- 
erty. My line, sanctioned by centuries of tra- 
dition, they overthrew in a single night, as a 
bridge that took many years to build may be de- 
stroyed by any skulking ruffian with a pound of 
dynamite; but when the ruin is made, who is to 
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build as good a bridge on the same foundations, 
who direct the work, when every mason pretends 
to be a qualified architect? From the days of 
Tacitus every student of history has known the 
truth that a republic is a pretty dream, sharing 
the essential nature of a dream when we attempt 
to make it real. My people will know it soon — 
nay, they begin already. Their intoxication is 
evaporating; they have had time to reflect on 
the chaos they have made; they know that the 
old foundations of an established monarchy, how- 
ever imperfect, are better than the shifting quick- 
sands of a new republic.'' 

He had forgotten me again, and was gazing 
far beyond the landscape with glowing eyes whose 
fire was kindled from within. Following the 
direction of his eyes, I saw with vague uneasi- 
ness Briand crossing the lawn toward the house 
with ungainly haste, accompanied by the man 
whom I had seen hurrying to the summerhouse 
a few minutes before. 

" Yes," continued the king, " I have informa- 
tion from a sure source that they are repenting. 

This very morning " I looked at him. 

Surely no messenger from the east of Europe 
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had arrived tins morning unnoticed by me. A 
beam from the afternoon sun streaming through 
the windows threw a glory round his head. His 
eyes were aflame, his breast heaving with the 
Enthusiasm that mastered him. " This very 
morning came news which, if it be true, is almost 
a realization of our hopes. My people are awak- 
ing. Are they not my children, already sighing 
for the guidance of their father? They are weary 
of the tyranny of a sordid oligarchy; they long 
for the mild government of one man, and I am 
the man. Yes, I am he; there is no other. In 
me alone of all the world are met the traditions 
of centuries; in me alone is found the unselfish 
will to lead them along the highway of true 
progress, and the right to lead; I alone know 
how to inspire them with nobler passions, and to 
win them from the meaner; me it shall be both 
their duty and their inclination to obey. I am 
their king." 

Now that I have had time to think dispassion- 
ately over this interview in the light of after 
events I find it difficult to account for the extraor- 
dinary enthusiasm with which he inspired me. 
His words set coldly down were the platitudes 
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with which royalists have wearied the" world for 
centurieg; every dethroned ruler believes he has 
a mission to recover his throne, that his motive 
is all unselfish; every man of affairs has at some 
disappointed moment in his life sighed for the 
peaceful lethargy of country life. But from the 
lips of this man platitudes were most striking 
truths, ambiguities most moving eloquence, and 
threadbare philosophy most lofty and enlightened 
thought. His jioble face and bearing, the thrill- 
ing tones of his voice, and, above all, his intense 
belief in himself and the justice of his cause, 
swept away froip me the last threads of •caution, 
and I, who prided myself on a certain national 
quality of scepticism and reserve, found myself at 
his feet, babbling of the deeds I would do in his 
service if he would deign to point me the way. 

" You offer me, Mr. Hatton, what I have 
sought in vain among the loyal friends who sur- 
round me here. All our schemes have been post- 
poned for the want of an adviser with a knowl- 
edge of European affairs. I have great need of 
you, but I warn you first that, if I accept, your 
offer, I shall not spare you. I wish first to know 
the truth about our financial position. I have 
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been promised a gentleman from England to con- 
fer with me upon issuing a loan to be subscribed 
privately. As he has not come, I may ask you to 
examine our accounts. I might even have to send 
you to Ethuria, where you would, as a foreigner, 
have access to sources of information closed to 
all who are suspected of supporting me. What 
say you to a journey to Ethuria? " 

Before I could reply the door opened, and the 
chamberlain said, " The lord president, sire, 
craves to be received." 

The king turned on him impatiently. " I 
desired you not to interrupt me," he said; but 
before the chamberlain could close the door a 
clumsy figure pushed past him, and Briand stood 
before us. The king scarcely concealed his im- 
patience, but Briand seemed as blind to his gesture 
of unwelcome as he was to my presence. He 
simply stood with his back to the closed door, 
not appearing to look at either of us, his heavy 
face incapable of expressing any human emo- 
tion. With his drooping lids half covering his 
eyeballs he simply stood, blocking the door- 
way, the embodiment of silent, immutable resist- 
ance. 
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"You wish to see me?" asked the king 
shortly. 

" I have received important infomation," 
replied Briand in a hard, metallic voice, enunci- 
ating each word separately, as if combating un- 
acquaintance with the language, or some consti- 
tutional impediment of speech. 

" Surely it can wait for half an hour." 

" It can not wait. It explains all our doubts 
in the message of yesterday," said Briand dog- 
gedly, and without waiting for permission he 
went to the door leading to the private apartments 
and threw it open. As the kiiig did not move, 
he said with an almost insulting confidence, 
" Your Majesty will hear me here." Then for 
the first time he turned his eyes fully on the 
king, lifting the drooping lids and disclosing the 
circle of suffused white that gave his impassive 
face the repulsive and bestial expression I had 
already remarked. 

It recalled a scene of my childhood that had 
been long overlaid by later memories. I had 
been taken to see an alligator basking in tepid 
water behind iron bars. With unwinking glassy 
eyes it lay as motionless as a stuffed specimen 
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in a museum while we boys pelted it with crusts, 
until a keeper flung a handful of maimed spar- 
rows into the cage. In a flash the monster 
changed; every tendon in his foul carcase vi' 
brated; the impassive eyes filled with cruelty 
and lust, gloating over the death terrors of his 
miserable, fluttering prey. So this Briand, with 
a mere twitch of the eyelids, was transformed 
from a creature sunk in unnatural apathy to an 
incarnation of repulsive wickedness. 

The two men stood thus for fully a minute, the 
one noble and venerable, the self-confessed vic- 
tim of irresolution; the other, squat, mean, and 
yet uncanny, the embodiment of the force of 
will. It was like one of those long pauses on the 
stage, interpolated by the principal actor at the 
expense of his fellows, in order to force the at- 
tention of the audience to the perfection of his 
own art; but here, the fact that neither of the 
actors was conscious of. an audience made the 
scene infinitely more weird than any situation 
yet planned by the playwright. Mutely protest- 
ing, the king yielded step by step to the will of his 
subject. All the light had faded from his face, 
and left behind it that unearthly pallor that 
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matched the whiteness of his hair with so painful 
an effect. At the end of the table he stopped for 
a moment and put his hand to his head with a 
gesture that was almost theatrical. I thought 
he was going to speak to me, but he did not; per- 
haps be had even forgotten my presence; he 
only let his arm fall heavily, and passed slowly 
into the passage; and Briand, bowing low as he 
passed, followed him and shut the door. 

Important news yesterday and to-day I Was 
there, then, regular communication with the outer 
world? Had Briand some hidden means of com* 
munication with this distant state in the east of 
Europe? And, even so, what was the secret of his 
power over the king? His demeanour was not 
that of an obsequious adviser. Every movement 
of the king spoke eloquently of yielding to some 
subtle power. He who could talk so wisely and so 
moderately of the duties of rulers, yet allowed 
himself to be swayed by one of his own courtiers, 
a man immeasurably his inferior. 

While I was hesitating whether I should await 

the king's return — for he had taken no leave of 

me — the door of the anteroom was flung open 

and Arden entered in his usual state of agitation. 
8 
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" Still here! " he said in great surprise; " they 
told me Briand was with the king.'' 

*^ So he is; his Majesty went with him through 
that door." 

^^ Then let us go at once. When Briand is 
with the king no one is allowed to remain in the 
council chamber; it is an order that none of us 
dare disobey. Come, my deaf sir," he said im- 
ploringly as I hesitated, " come; we have all 
great need of your advice. I have learned from 
Eossel that the wheels of our household arrange- 
ments are not running smoothly." 

He was so much in earnest, that I stifled the 
cynical observation rising to my lips that it scarce- 
ly needed a Eossel to tell one that, and went with 
him. Two chamberlains were standing at the 
door of the anteroom conversing in whispers. We 
returned their bows, and passed on into the room 
of the inventor. 

The little man was in great trouble. He had 
swept from his table all his plans and instruments, 
together with the mantle of dust that covered 
them, and scattered them about the floor in elo- 
quent analogy to the chronic litter in his own 
brain. He was walking restlessly up and down 
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his room plucking at his fingers, and, seeing us, 
he pointed theatrically to an ordinary account 
book that lay on the table labelled " Stores." 

" So you have come at last? " he said, embrac- 
ing both of us in his address; " but you have 
come too- late. The step has been taken; the 
Eubicon is crossed. I have dismissed him — sub- 
ject, of course," he added, " to Briand's confirma- 
tion." 

" He? Who? " cried Arden and I simultane- 
ously. 

"Whol Why, the cotk. What a question! 
Oh, had I not work enough to do with all these? " 
He swept his arm round the confusion of plans 
and models. " Were there not others among you 
specially fitted for the duties of comptroller, that 
I should have been saddled with them — saddled 
with the crushing responsibility of administering^ 
a household of idiots? Yes," he insisted, turning 
savagely upon Arden who had invited him to 
modify the epithet, " idiots was the word I used, 
advisedly, after careful thought and — and — con- 
sideration. It is the only possible word. Look 
at the cook! " He said it so dramatically that we 
started and gazed in the direction of his out- 
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stretched hand. " Cook, indeed! — not fit to cook 
a dinner for a dog kennel! Cook! lie must have 
been a tinker in his own country." 

" On the contrary/' interrupted Arden mildly, 
" he was a librarian." 

" Was he? Well, what do I care? Librarian, 
tinker, tailor, he is the most hopeless idiot that 
ever handled a frying pan. Fifty-seven chickens, 
one hundred and ninety-three eggs, and a young 
bullock, is what that man professes to have used 
since last Monday. I don't mind profusion, but 
I can not bear waste, and I ask you both, as men 
of sense and honesty, how is the farm to stand 
it?" 

" It certainly seems excessive," ventured 
Arden mildly. 

"Excessive! It's grotesque, that's what it is 
— grotesque." 

" But if he is dismissed, do you not think it 
may be embarrassing to some of us? One never 
knows, in these days, whose turn may come." 

" Oh, nothing could be worse. Why, you as 
cook would be better." 

" God forbid! " said Arden fervently. " They 
are much more likely to choose someone of 
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an inventive turn of mind wlio will vary the 
menu." 

" Ah, you will make a joke of it. Very well, 
you shall come with me and see. The farm is 
not the only thing; the stores are giving out. 
There is no more pepper, and the coffee has run 
low. Come, and you shall see." 

He led us out to the front door to a farmyard 
that lay beyond the stables. The farm buildings 
had evidently been rebuilt very lately, and fitted 
out upon an English model. A field surrounded 
by a high fence of wire netting was set apart for 
the poultry, and furnished with the most modern 
appliances of food troughs, pens, laying boxes, and 
henhouses. If the cook had been for several 
weeks decimating the stock, it must at one time 
have been enormous, for nearly two hundred full- 
grown chickens set noisily upon us, mistaking us 
for their regular almoner. In a sty hard by were 
three or four pigs more than half starved, and in 
the paddock beyond a few Channel Islands cattle. 

" There! " said Kossel triumphantly; " that's 
all we have to live upon while the court remains 
here. Now I ask you, is this a time for sumptu- 
ous extravagance?" 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



114 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

" But surely/' I ventured to say, " there are 
supplies to be got at some neighbouring town." 

The two men looked at me blankly, as if they 
had not clearly understood the drift of my re- 
mark. 

"Jomardl Where is JomardI" shouted 
Kossel. 

From one of the outbuildings came a stout 
man of middle age with ruddy, shaven cheeks, 
and a habit of laying the tips of his fingers to- 
gether before replying to a question. He had all 
the look of a healthy English solicitor in prosper- 
ous practice. 

" Jomard," said the irascible comptroller, 
" at the rate of consumption this week, how long 
do you calculate that the poultry will last? " 

The ruddy man put his finger tips together 
and took time to answer. " I would rather not 
give a definite opinion," he said cautiously. 

The comptroller stamped his foot. " I want 
an opinion; and I will have it, even if I have to 
form it myself. It is a simple case of division. 
How many times do the dead chickens in the 
larder go into the live chickens here? " 

The ruddy man raised his eyebrows, and said, 
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" Dead chickens never go into live ones, Mon- 
sieur Eossel." 

^' Oh, this is past belief 1 '^ said Kossel. 
" Would you have me class you with the cook? " 

" Certainly not; it would be defamatory." 

" You are all in league together to insult and 
annoy me; otherwise you would at once answer 
such a simple question." 

. " Speaking entirely without prejudice," said 
Jomard suavely, " I should say that those chickens 
would last about ten days; the supply of eggs will 
give out, naturally, before that; but as to the 
daily falling off in the supply of eggs, I must 
ask you to take the opinion of an expert. 
After the poultry there would be the cows." 

"The cows! I, for one, shall refuse to live 
on cow," and he poured forth a torrent of vague 
denunciation, leading the way to the henhouses. 

Stories of intellectual gentlemen* reduced to 
driving cabs and more menial occupations for a 
living occurred to me as I looked at Jomard, and 
1 detained Arden in the hope of learning what 
untoward fate had brought so logical a person 
to his present lot. 

"Hush!" said my guide. . "Has no one 
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told you? He is under sentence of death." He 
smiled at my start of dismay. " I mean from 
natural causes, of course. A most distinguished 
man, my dear sir. His Majesty has the highest 
opinion of him. But he is suffering from an in- 
curable complaint, and the doctors promise him 
less than six months of life. A most painful 
case." 

"He looks remarkably well." 

"Ah, yes; it is that which makes his case 
quite beyond hope. The worst cases wear this 
hectic flush of health. Men who look feally ill 
have been known to recover." 

" But how came he to be a poultry keeper? " 

" His own wish. Jomard is a philosopher. 
His ideal is to dream away his life in some light 
occupation into which neither ambition nor an- 
noyance can have part. And so he sits here all 
day and watches the poultry. He says it is a 
happy end; it reminds him of Seneca, who opened 
his veins in the bath and sank gently to sleep in 
the midst of a philosophic discussion. He is a 
great admirer of Seneca. But the king " 

"Arden," shouted Eossel from the door of 
the henhouse, " I entreat you to come." 
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" I must go," said Arden; " it is very bad for 
Jomard when Kossel is angry." 

" You were speaking of the king." 

" Yes, his Majesty thinks Jomard is wasted 
where he is. There ! Rossel is furious. Let us 
go." 

I, having little love for henhouses, aware how 
they swarm with other beings besides hens, did 
not follow, but strolled away into the garden, 
pondering much upon a court whose king re- 
volved high schemes of government while suffer- 
ing a subject to control his liberty, and whose 
necessaries of life were calculated to last ten 
days. 
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In the garden, the two under-gardeners were 
watering the flowers with a feverish activity that 
bespoke the influence of some higher authority 
than their titular chief. The head gardener, who 
had so cheerfully borne the burden and heat of 
the day, was still pottering about among the China 
roses with a diminutive spud. It was not he who 
had put purpose into the life of his subordinates: 
their activity was explained by the clear feminine 
voice that from time to time issued definite and 
peremptory orders. The princess, driven at last 
to desperation, had taken her stand by the stone 
vase in the middle, and, thus commanding every 
corner of her neglected domain, had taken upon 
her own pretty shoulders the burden of restoring 
order. 

She saw me, and, flinging down her hoe of 
office, came to me, looking very pretty as the 
evening sun threw her slim shadow before her, 
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and flashed golden glints through the disorder 
of her hair. 

"I could stand it no longer, Mr. Hatton. 
Those two hulking gardeners sit more than half 
the day smoking in the shade, while poor old 
Anthony potters about, doing nothing with a 
hoe. He told me that they were learning a 
great deal from watching him, and so they were 
— how to do nothing with the greiatest show of 
exertion." 

" An art, madam, that they must have learned 
at school years ago." 

She laughed very prettily, and then suddenly 
became grave. " Oh, but you have seen the king. 
Has he told you enough of our affairs to entitle 
me to speak of them? " The anxiety in her voice 
was touching in its contrast to the little assump- 
tion of dignity that had sat so unnaturally on her 
in our former interviews. 

" His Majesty has treated me with far more 
confidence than I deserve, madam. May I say 
that until I met the king I never knew what de- 
votion to an older man could be." 

"Ah," she cried, "then I can talk openly! 
What an immense relief! You do not know what 
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the life here has been without a friend to talk 
to." 

She caught the question in my eyes, and an- 
swered it unspoken. " My father? Though I 
have known him so little longer than you, I love 
him more, I think, than any daughter loves her 
father. If he were only not a king, and we could 
go away together without all these people, he 
might be my friend. But every day sets a wider 
gulf between us; every hour breeds fresh affairs 
to sunder us; there is not a creature about the 
court that does not scheme to keep us apart." 

'' The king assures me that he expects every 
day a summons to return. When he is settled 
firmly on the throne in your own country this 
will be all changed." 

" Do you think so? " she said eagerly. " All 
public affairs have been kept from me since I 
took to questioning Briand about the news. Good 
news! There is always news. They sit about 
in corners and wag their heads over it, but when- 
ever I press them for details they change the sub- 
ject. You, who have been here for one day, know 
already more than I; but now that you are here 
I shall at least learn what is going on around me." 
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^* Do you never ask tlie king? '' 

" Between my father and me there is a per- 
fect understanding," she said almost coldly. She 
fought against telling the bitterness of her dis- 
appointment to a stranger. And in the same 
breath, dreading the death of a friendship so 
newly born, she added with sweet inconsequence : 
" How can a child like I weary him with ques- 
. tions, and add another trouble to the hundreds 
that beset him! '' 

We had strolled, without design, into the 
path that led into the shrubberries, and I stopped, 
fearing that I might embarrass her by leading 
her so far from the house. 

'^ May I be frank with you? " I asked. 

" Yes," she said eagerly, " you are to hide 
nothing from me." 

'' Well, then, I do not like Count Briand." 

"What do you mean?" she cried, catching 
her breath; " is he giving my father bad advice? " 

" I mean that he ought not to have so much 
influence over his Majesty." I had dropped the 
" madam " ; somehow, it seemed ridiculous to 
use the forms of court etiquette in speaking to 
her. 
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" I know/'she cried thoughtfully; " it is very 
puzzling. Who would have foretold it ten days 
ago? You can not guess the devotion of every 
one to the king. It is not simply loyalty: it is a 
devotion that would be as deep if he were a pri- 
vate gentleman instead of a king. I feel it my- 
self, when I look at him or hear him speak — a 
kind of magnetic influence that fills me with 
tender reverence stronger than a daughter's love 
for her father. Until ten days ago Count Briand 
felt it too, and now they seem to have changed 
places. I can not understand it." 
" What do you know of him? " 
" He frightens me," she said with a shiver, 
" Have you watched him, and looked into his 
eyes? They are not dishonest, shifty eyes; they 
are worse. They terrify me. And then, what 
does he do, locked up all day in that summerhouse, 
sending for people to come and speak to him there 
alone? And why are the servants always being 
changed, and the square men all put in round 
holes? I know well enough that they are not 
trained servants, but Briand seems to exhaust his 
ingenuity in picking out the most unsuitable for 
each place in the household. To you it is only 
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ridiculous; to me it is one long terror. I feel 
as if some great disaster is hanging over us — 
as if we were surrounded by traitors. Look 
at the gentlemen of the court — Messieurs Ar- 
den, Eossel, Hazzard, Deboyne, Ventenat, and 
the others; they are sheer nonentities, fussing 
about their own little dignities, and utterly 
careless about the interests of the state. But 
there are others whom I mistrust. They are 
not fools, and I have a strong suspicion that 
they are using their abilities against rather than 
for us." 

"But surely your ladies must know some- 
thing of this." 

" My ladies! " she exclaimed bitterly. " They 
are not mine. I never chose them. Those I had 
chosen at the king's desire were dismissed by 
Briand. One of them is now a housemaid, I be- 
lieve. Yes, I did question my ladies once, and 
brought down upon my head from Madame The- 
lusson a catalogue of Briand's virtues as a man 
of the century, the discoverer of the forgotten 
secrets of Egypt." 

" What did she mean by that? " 

" She meant that he had supernatural powers 
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of some kind, and communed — that was the word 
— communed with the other world/' 

A light began to break on me. Could this 
Briand, instead of a villain, be only a poor, de- 
luded visionary? The part, I confessed to myself, 
did not altogether fit him, and it was difficult to 
believe that a man of such intelligence as the king 
would allow himself to be led by the nose by ^ 
mere vulgar spiritualist; for if Napoleon believed 
in his star, he did not allow his belief to influence 
the ordinary business of his statecraft. 

" Tell me the whole truth," I said; " do you 
believe that Briand is a traitor? " 

" I can not say," she said, " but I do think 
that there is some conspiracy on foot. It may 
be merely a plot to bring the restoration nearer. 
I can not tell." 

^^ And have letters been brought to-day or 
yesterday?" 

" Letters! Letters never come here. Before 
you came, we had seen no one from the outside 
world for a whole fortnight. But we have stayed 
too long talking here. Come back with me to the 
garden. They will think we are conspirators 
too." 
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" Let us give them cause," I said. " Let us 
conspire to hunt down this secret of Briand's 
schemes. Will you trust me to discover the truth, 
and sleep to-night without anxiety? " 

She smiled. " I have forgotten how to sleep. 
The nights here are not meant for sleep. You 
think me nervous and excited; that is because you 
have never lain awake listening. Yes," she said, 
lifting her tender eyes frankly to mine, " I have 
been afraid, but I do not think it was for myself. 
Now I am afraid no longer. You have given me 
courage. I give my sancrtion to all your acts in ad- 
vance, because I know that they will deserve it." 

Her little, slender hand invited me to take it 
in earnest of our compact. " And I accept the 
service in the true mediaeval spirit. May I say 
that to have kept a light heart before the world 
in the face of all these secret troubles shows great 
bravery, and that bravery is for me the highest 
of feminine qualities." 

She withdrew her hand as I kissed it, and cried 
over her shoulder as she ran back into the garden, 
" Your fellow-conspirator owes you a great 
debt ! " laughing most unlike a conventional prin- 
cess. 

9 
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Sauntering along the path by the pond I 
almost fell over the body of a woman bending 
low, with her head hidden in the bushes. She 
started up at the sound of my footsteps and 
showed herself to be Hygeia, most appropriately 
culling simples from the nveeds at the side of the 
path. 

" How you startled me! " she exclaimed, ad- 
justing her disordered bonnet. " I am delighted 
to see you! I was longing to have a talk with 
you; but you startled me, because my favourite 
hunting-ground is so seldom disturbed." 

" Botanizing? " I inquired politely. 

" In a sense, yes," she answered, with an 
archness designed to provoke curiosity. * " I am 
busy with my profession, the work of my life." 

" It is a delightful hobby, I believe." 

" It is an all-absorbing passion. Now that the 
dream of my life has become reality, hobby Is no 
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longer a becoming word by which to describe 
the noblest calling in the world." 

I implored her pardon, assuring her that I 
had always regarded botany rather as a recreation 
for amateurs than as a profession. She pursed up 
her mouth and regarded me with indecision. 
" You are trying to force me to tell you a secret," 
she said indulgently. 

" Madam, I assure you " 

" Oh, yes, you are," she said with severity. 

" If I felt sure of your entire discretion " 

She was plainly dying to Impart to me a confi- 
dence doubtless shared already by half her chance 
acquaintances. 

" You have never asked who the court physi- 
cian is," she said skittishly. " You never thought 
of it? Then you are unpardonable. Our first 
duty on arriving at a new place is to make in- 
quiries about the doctors. If you had asked yes- 
terday, I could have said quite truthfully that 
the post was vacant, for Dr. Ventenat lost his post 
the day before. To-day " — she blushed and gig- 
gled like a schoolgirl — " to-day the post is filled." 

" What " 

" Ah, you have guessed for yourself, without 
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my betraying a confidence. Yes, it was Briand's 
doing, the dear man! He persuaded his Majesty 
to give me the post. He guessed how I longed for 
it, how I only needed just that one little matter 
of official recognition to give me authority over 
my patients, and he will be rewarded by knowing 
that he has saved the Uves of every member of 
his household, including you." 

I doubted secretly whether Briand would 
dearly prize this latter reward. 

" So you are court physician? " 

" Hush I Do not even breathe the title," she 
whispered in great alarm; ^^ all these bushes have 
ears. It was a condition of the appointment that 
I keep it a profound secret. If you had not 
guessed it you would never have known. You see, 
these dear patients of mine are so headstrong and 
foolish that they would never admit that they were 
ill if they knew I was the court physician." 

^^ What do you think of the lord president's 
own health?" 

"A slight tendency to paraplegia; nothing 
to signify, as yet, but still a tendency. And such 
a wonderful man, Mr. Hatton; such admirable 
discrimination! " 
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" He wanted a really efficient physician in 
ordinary, and he sifted the merits of every appli- 
cant till he found one." 

"Yes, yes. How quick of you to guess it! 
How clever you must be! We shall see you an 
officer of the court before long, Mr. Hatton." 

" Not at all. He knew how you had stud- 
ied " • 

The face of the physician in ordinary betrayed 
uneasiness. " They talk too much about study. 
Skill in healing comes generally by intuition. 
My great-uncle, who cured many hundreds of 
cases given up by the doctors, used to say " 

" Madam, I think I heard something like a 
cry in the direction of the garden* Could it have 
been some poor sufferer in need of aid? " 

It wanted no more to speed Hygeia on her 
noble mission, and no prospect of gaining in- 
formation from so tainted a source tempted me 
to detain her. 

That evening the king did not honour the 
dinher party, which passed off much as that of 
the previous day, except that the scale of enter- 
tainment was a shade more attenuated, the waiters 
were a little more confused, and the guests, not 
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excepting the triumphant Hygeia, a trifle more 
silent. The princess acted her part admirably. 
She spoke to me without constraint, but in the 
tone she would assume toward a new acquaintance 
to whom she was polite but indifferent. To say 
truth, it galled me a little to discover that, even 
when we found ourselves apart from the others 
in the drawing-room, she declined to admit any 
reference to our agreement of the afternoon. I 
ventured jokingly once to utter the word con- 
spirator, but I was answered by a limpid glance 
of mute surprise that abashed me while disarm- 
ing the suspicions of possible listeners. 

Madame Thelusson scarcely left her side for a 
moment. My long ill-treatment at her hands 
had crushed all spirit out of me, and so humiliat- 
ing was my involuntary self-abasement that I 
was glad when the ladies at last retired, and I 
was free to join the smokers in the hall. 

They might lock me in and welcome to-night; 
the grower of mummy wheat had taught me a 
more convenient exit for a conspirator than the 
door. But the key never turned in the wards, 
and when at last all sounds were hushed, I was at 
liberty to explore the whole domain, inside and 
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out, as I would. I blew out my candle and sat 
down at the open window with my elbows on the 
sill, intending to climb down the gutter-spout 
and examine Briand's summerhouse as soon as 
I had given the household time to be safe in bed. 
It was a fine night, but very dark, for the moon 
would not rise till near morning, and a motion- 
less bank of cloud obscured the stars. The 
crickets sang in the laurels, setting the whole 
air so tremulous with vibration that it was almost 
painful when they stopped to listen to their fel- 
lows' answering cry. From the pond clamoured 
the bassoon orchestra of the frogs foretelling 
rain. 

Suddenly it became broad day. The crickets 
still trilled, the frogs still droned in the marsh, 
but the sun beat down upon the garden, and I 
noticed that the stone vase on the grassplot in 
the centre threw no shadow. I remember think- 
ing that the sun must be exactly vertical to throw 
no shadow, and with some inconsequence I re- 
flected that the sun is always vertical at noon on 
the equator. Then the figure of a woman moved 
toward the stone vase. I did not see whence she 
came, nor, though she was so near to me and 
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the light so bright, could I distinguish her fea* 
tures* She stood for a long time by the vase, toy- 
ing with the flowers, and then she began to whistle 
like a blackbird. This broke the spell. The 
broad day went out like a lamp, and I started into 
waking consciousness, feeling very cold. The 
night was spent; the bank of clouds had thinned 
into a translucent veil, through which shone the 
stars, blurred as if dabbed in yellow on wet paper 
and the colour had run. 

I was awake now, wide awake, with all my 
nerves of sense responsive like tense wires, and 
there most certainly was a woman standing by the 
stone vase, whistling like a blackbird. I could 
see the semilune of the basin's edge broken by 
her figure, and the pedestal scarped unnaturally 
by the drapery of her skirt. I felt exceedingly 
uncomfortable, for I have a dislike to ladies wan- 
dering abroad alone after midnight; and it struck 
me as indelicate, even if such wandering were 
defensible, to call attention to the irregularity by 
warbling like a bird. I watched her, therefore, 
with a beating heart. 

Presently a gray shadow glided from the 
path that led to the stables, passed across the grass 
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straight toward the vase, passed within a yard of 
the lady, and went on its course without pausing, 
aw&y into the shrubbery on the other side. She 
must have seen it, for she stood facing it as it ap- 
proached, and yet she never stopped her bird- 
warble or even altered her position when the 
shadow nearly touched her. I wished that I 
could reach a blanket without moving from the 
window; I was shivering with cold. 

The bird-warble ceased in the middle of an 
elaborate cadence as a darker shadow detached 
itself from the kitchen wing and crossed the gar- 
den like the other, passing close to the woman, 
but gliding on without a moment's halt. She 
meanwhile stood so still that I began to doubt 
whether her figure was not a mere illusion, the 
shadow of a bush, or an effect of faint diffused 
light. I had almost made up my mind to swarm 
down the pipe and prove her to my own senses to 
be non-existent, when she moved. She left the 
vase and came slowly down the path toward the 
chateau, with her face upturned toward the win- 
dows. I drew back and watched her from the 
shadow of the room, fearing that my face and 
white collar would be distinguishable from the 
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darkness around. She moved with a halting step, 
pausing long from time to time, as if to listen, 
and at last she came and placed herseH by the 
rose-bed below my window, not ten paces from 
me, and stood there gazing straight up at me. 
Then I recognised her: it was Madame Thelus- 
son, wrapped in a thick cloak and hood which 
almost hid her eyes. I stood absolutely still. If 
she had seen me, I was resolved that she should 
believe herself mistaken; and she turned away 
at last apparently satisfied, for she walked quick- 
ly in the direction already taken by the shadows. 

Assured that there was no one left in the 
garden, I prepared to follow her, slipping off my 
shoes for fear that they would scrape against the 
stones of the wall as I clambered down. I be- 
lieve that in the nervous exaltation of the night- 
time I thought that I had been witness to a spirit- 
ualistic seance^ that the two shadowy figures were 
Madame Thelusson's familiars, and I am not 
ashamed to confess that I felt extremely nerv- 
ous. With the collar of my coat turned up to 
hide all white about me that might reflect the 
faintest light, I made for the pond, and found 
that in the shaflow of the trees I could not see 
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a yard before me. Feeling my way with my 
stockinged feet, already caked with soil, I crept 
step by step toward the tool-shed. 

No chink of light penetrated the shutters of 
the summerhouse; whatever was passing within a 
few yards of me was being done in the dark. 
The crickets had ceased their eternal rattle, and 
the silence was unbroken save for the occasional 
distant howl of a dog, or the whisper of leaves 
stirred by the night air. I listened intently for 
the sound of voices. Once I thought I caught 
a hissing sound as of people whispering, but it 
may have been the leaves. Past the tool-shed, 
past the piles of broken flowerpots, I crept till 
I could see the gray rent in the wall of foliage 
that marked the path to the garden, and then — 
I ran up against somebody standing at the junc- 
tion of the paths. 

There was a cry — I think it came from me 
— and I started back, but not quick enough to 
escape the hand that clutched the sleeve of my 
coat and held me. 

" Ssh ! " whispered a voice in my ear. " You 
will be heard. Is it you, Ventenat? " 

" Yes," I whispered, in the empty hope of 
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being set at liberty, and the voice — a female voice 
— went on: 

" I feared you would not come. The others 
are in the observatory, but before I take you there 
I must know that you are with us to the death. 
You know the risk you run. Are you sure that 
it is worth the reward? Have you counted the 
cost?'' 

" I have." I remembered that the voice of 
Ventenat, the black-bearded man, came from his 
boots, and pitched mine accordingly. 

" Reflect that there is no looking back when 
once you have taken the oath." 

" I know; but tell me what I have to swear." 

" You were told last night. Why hear it 
again? You will swear to devote your whole 
energy — your life, if need be — to the cause of 
King Hugo, called Count Briand; that you owe 
no allegiance to Francis, falsely called King of 
Ethuria, but to King Hugo only; that if you 
betray the Cause by sign or deed or word, you 
will deserve death, and will submit to your sen- 
tence in whatever form it meets you; that in all 
things you will obey the commands of King 
Hugh, who in turn submits his will to the 
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higher powers. That is all. Will you take this 
oath?" 

" Yes, when I am told what is to be done with 
Francis, and when we are to act." 

" Francis is deposed. He was too weak to 
reign, and therefore we owe him no allegiance. 
It is now decided that no punishment shall he 
inflicted on him but banishment, for he is too 
weak even to be a danger to King Hugo, who 
will return to Ethuria as dictator. The time is at 
hand; already the signs give warning of the day, 
and Francis aids us more and more by his folly," 

" And the princess? " 

" Sunia, Francis' daughter? There are two 
ways of dealing with the heirs of a deposed line. 
If they are males, they are removed; if fe- . 

males " The tone was so bitter that I wanted 

no other evidence that the voice was Madame 
Thelusson's. 

" Kemoved! " I whispered in horror, 

" No, married. She must marry King Hugo, 
and thus unite the two lines. So we shall have 
the allegiance of even the fools who call them- 
selves royalists." 

"But if she refuse?" 
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" She will not be allowed to choose. She will 
marry him, even if compulsion has to be used. 
The safety of the state requires it." 

I longed to take the vicious old harridan by 
the throat and shake her. My dainty princess 
to be at the mercy of so sordid a scoundrel! My 
tender flower to be. choked and poisoned by so 
noisome a weed! While I lived they should 
know that she was not so unprotected as they 
thought. And yet, what had I to do with her, 
so far removed from me in fortune and estate, 
that a plot that until now had seemed childish 
and futile should be suddenly raised to the dig- 
nity of a formidable conspiracy, to be frustrated 
even at the cost of employing treachery as ugly 
as the treason itself? The poor princess — my fel- 
low-conspirator, as she had playfully called her- 
self — ^friendless in this remote place! What 
was to prevent these desperate fools here from 
imprisoning her father in one of the rooms of the 
chateau, intimidating his foolish supporters, and 
maltreating her as soon as they had her helpless 
at their mercy? 

^' You hesitate? " continued the voice. " You 
dare not draw back, now that I have told you our 
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secrets. Come, the oath must be taken." She 
drew me by my sleeve toward the summerhouse, 
stifling my quickened breath lest she should 
divine my agitation. She tapped with her 
knuckles, and the half door opened slowly, pierc- 
ing the black night with a widening shaft of light. 
I shrank back into the shadow, for fear she 
should turn and recognise me. She whispered 
to a man who blocked the doorway. The light 
was behind him, and I could not see his features 
clearly, but there was no mistaking the figure; • 
it was the butler. From within came a curious 
sing-song like an incantation, filling me with so 
overmastering a curiosity that at the risk of being 
recognised I stepped back into tKe light and 
peered in. The cabin was barely twelve feet 
square, and part even of this narrow space was 
attenuated by a table, and a bench on which two 
or three men sat huddled together in the attitude 
of extreme terror, staring with dilated eyes at a 
central figure, Briand, who stood with head 
thrown back to gaze the better at what he held 
between his outstretched hands. It was a glass 
finger bowl filled with some inky fluid, from which 
the rays from a lamp suspended from the roof shot 
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diamond gleams. And all the while Briand 
chanted some gibberish in a high, nasal tone, 
and the men on the benches clung together in the 
extremity of awe. 

Madame Thelusson alone was not impressed 
by this mystic ceremony, which she had doubt- 
less witnessed too often to be any longer dis- 
tracted by it from the business of the hour. She 
was waiting only until a favourable opportunity 
for interruption should occur, for she turned 
round to where I had been standing and whispered 
my assumed name. I had seen enough. To be 
recognised now, after stealing such secrets under 
false pretences, might have cost me my life, or at 
least the embarrassment and obloquy of taking 
this ridiculous oath under duress with the full 
intention of breaking it. Madame Thelusson cried 
to the empty air, for when she called again I was 
far out of earshot, on -my way to the natural lad- 
der of the gutter-pipe. 

I was stunned by the suddenness of my discov- 
eries. When I had laughingly promised the prin- 
cess that I would fathom Briand's plot, I little 
thought that there was a real conspiracy, and that 
its smallest details would be so soon laid bare to 
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me. Safe back in my own room, I shut the win- 
dow and sat down to think. My plain duty was 
at once to alarm the household and to have the 
conspirators arrested in the act of their midnight 
meeting; but with such a household how was I 
to set about it? I did not know Arden's room, 
and at such an hour to go hammering at bedroom 
doors the entire length of the passage would have 
created a panic in which the conspirators would 
have been the first to take alarm and get safely 
back to their beds. I felt myself growing hot and 
angry again as I recalled Madame Thelusson's 
insults to the princess, and, never doubting for a 
moment that it was my duty to turn informer, 
I reflected that it was better to make my report 
first to the king, from whom I could not hope to 
obtain an audience till the morning. I hkd not 
long to wait, for the eastern sky was already turn- 
ing gray. 
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As soon as the household was astir I made 
my way through the office of the designer in chief, 
and knocked boldly at the door of the anteroom. 
Receiving no answer, I passed through it into the 
council chamber, and ventured to tap at the door 
of the king's apartments. At the end of some 
minutes, during which I continued to knock at 
intervals, one of the chamberlains presented him- 
self, much perturbed at so unusal a summons. 

" I wish to see the king on a matter of the 
utmost importance." 

" It is impossible, sir. His Majesty has not 
risen yet." 

" His Majesty will excuse me when he knows 
the cause of my visit. Please tell him I amTiere, 
and that nothing but a matter of the highest im- 
portance would induce me to disturb him." 

Most unwillingly the man yielded to my 
urgency. He would have shut the door in my 
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face, but that I planted my body against the lintel, 
promising not to move from where I stood till he 
returned. 

I heard him ascending steps, showing that a 
private staircase led to the king's bedroom on 
the upper floor. After waiting a prodigious time 
before further notice was taken of me, I was re- 
assured by hearing some commotion overhead. 
Several times footsteps descended the stairs haK- 
way and returned again in obedience to a sum- 
mons from above. So unprecedented a demand 
as mine had dislocated the entire machinery of 
the royal closet. At last a man ran nimbly down 
the stairs and addressed me with great politeness. 
" I am a groom of the presence, Mr. Hatton, and 
I am commanded to inquire the nature of the 
business that can not wait until a more reasonable 
hour." 

" That I fear I can tell to no one but his 
Majesty himself; but I warn you that delay in 
this case may be perilous to the cause that is 
dearest to his Majesty's heart." 

With that he went up again, and I had to 
undergQ a further period of probation. I was 
growing anxious. It was of the gravest impor- 
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tance that I should see the king before Briand, 
who must have taken alarm from my precipitate 
flight, had access to him. Relief came at last. 
On the landing above I heard the tap of the 
chamberlain's staff heralding the king's approach. 
The groom ran breathless down the stairs, and 
urged me back into the council room, holding 
the door open for the procession that pressed upon 
his heels. The chamberlain, tapping on the 
floor with a measured cadence that ill accorded 
with my impatience, drew to one side, and be- 
tween the bowed heads of his vassals came the 
king, wrapped in a loose dressing gown of the 
simplest material. He would have worn the 
slovenly air of a late riser prematurely disturbed, 
but for a look of refinement and neatness that 
was independent of dress. From the urgency of 
my message — ^perhaps from some betrayal in my 
face — ^he knew that I was the bearer of ill tidings, 
and I saw that a clumsy attempt at breaking my 
message would be an insult to his quick intelli- 
gence. He bowed his attendants' dismissal, and 
as soon as we were left alone he said: " Tou have 
bad news for me, Mr. Hatton. Speak out with^ 
out fear, and in the fewest words." 
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"Your Majesty is prepared for a severe 
shock. I have by chance discovered a conspiracy 
against you. The traitors are among the most 
trusted of the household." 

He showed no outward sign of agitation; per- 
haps he had already guessed the conspirators I 
came to accuse. 

" You make this charge with a full sense of 
responsibility? You are sure of its truth?" he 
said calmly. 

"I can prove what I say, sire. I accuse 
certain members of your household of treach- 
ery." 

If I had feared the effect of such a shock upon 
him I was reassured. His face took a sterner 
expression; that was all. 

" What is the treachery you suspect? " 

" A deliberate plot to prevent your Majesty 
from regaining the throne." 

"Whatl" he cried in a tone of relief. 
" What I Have members of my household been \ 
in correspondence with the enemy? " 

"No, sire. That, at least, would be intel- 
ligible They have done worse: they have 
schemed to dispossess your Majesty, and — it 
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sounds too puerile to be serious — to set up one 
of your courtiers in your stead." 

A cloud settled on his face. Plainly a repub- 
lican conspiracy would have been more welcome. 

" If you are prepared with proof, name the 
traitors," he said gravely. 

Still I hesitated. The name of Briand, his 
most trusted councillor, stuck in my throat. I 
could upt bear to deal him such a blow. 

There was a suspicion of sarcasm in his tone 
as he said: "They told me that your business 
was so urgent that I must not even stop to dress 
before admitting you, and now that I am here it 
is I who have to wait. There can be no conspiracy 
without conspirators, and to traitors no man owes 
any duty." 

" I know, sire. I hesitated because I knew 
what a shock the name would give to your Maj- 
esty. One of the conspirators is Madame Thelus- 
son. The other " 

"A ladyl A conspiracy with a lady in it! 
No wonder you found it out. I dare to surmise 
that Madame Thelusson herself told you of it, 
and named her fellow-conspirator? " 

Now this was true, though not in the sense 
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he meant. If he persisted m treating so serious 
a matter flippantly, how was I to go on? I caught 
the sound of voices in the anteroom, and remem- 
bered that I had taken no steps to have the door 
guarded. For all I knew to the contrary, there 
were ears at every keyhole, and unless I spoke 
at once and forced the king to believe me, the 
opportunity might never come again. 

" I beseech your Majesty to listen to me," I 
cried vehemently; "it is no mare's nest, but a 
very real and dangerous plot." 

The bustle in the anteroom had become an 
altercation. Some one tried the handle of the 
door as if he would push past the doorkeepers. 
It was useless to go on, for the king was not listen- 
ing; he was looking at the door with a strange 
expression of anxiety. I went and stood with my 
back to the door, and was crying," Your Maj- 
esty rrmst listen 1 " when it opened, and a cham- 
berlain, with his recent altercation still breathless 
in his voice, said, " The lord president, sire, craves 
to be admitted." 

As before, the man whose entrance I had 
most to fear at this moment pushed past the cham- 
berlain without waiting for the permission that 
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had never yet been withheld, but this time courtly 
ceremonial found an unwonted champion. It was 
no time for polite phrases and for the respect due 
to the presence of royalty. I turned sharply 
round and met him face to face. 

" You can not come in, sir," I said sternly. 
"His Majesty is according me a private inter- 
view." 

The man never even looked at me. His burly 
shoulders came into my outstretched hand, as if 
he saw nothing between him and the king to im- 
pede his progress. There is something satisfying 
in the meeting of matter and matter, in those hard 
facts which can not be ignored by the subtlest 
mind. This man hitherto had never seemed to 
admit my existence; he had ignored me as con- 
temptuously as a Saturday reviewer would ignore 
a Mahatma if he met one face to face. Now, at 
least, as he went reeling back into the anteroom 
from my buffet, he would admit the fact of my 
existence and of the activity of my opposing 
forces. 

I dashed to the door and grasped the handle, 
saying to the king, " Forgive me, sire; that man, 
of all others, has the least right to come into your 
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Majesty's presence. It is the duty of every one 
of us to protect you from such a scoundrel, even 
at the risk of giving you offence." 

The king never moved; he was standing in 
the same position, with an expression of relief in 
his face. He looked as a man looks who, in the 
act of doing a disagreeable duty, sees the neces- 
sity swept away by the unexpected operation of 
a stronger power. 

" What have you to say against Briand? " he 
inquii'ed calmly. 

" That he is a traitor, sire; that he has been 
systematically undermining the loyalty of your 
servants; that he holds midnight meetings with 
them, making them swear allegiance to him with 
a number of fantastic ceremonies, and," I added 
savagely, seeing that he was still unmoved, " that 
the chief part of his scheme is to force the prin- 
cess, your daughter, to marry him." 

At last I had moved him. His eyes flamed 
with anger, the muscles of his face twitched, and 
I saw that I had raised a storm of passion that 
would go hardly with those upon whom it burst. 

"The man — ^Briand — dared all this? You 
call him a traitor? He is worse. If this is true, 
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you can not know how villainous he has been. 
But your proof — where is your proof? And the 
names of the others, his confederates; give me 
them. Not one of them shall escape." 

" If I may dare to suggest, I think that Bri- 
and and the woman should first be arrested; then, 
at the trial, we shall see what others are impli- 
cated." 

"Ah, the trial. Yes, there must be a trial; 
they must be tried by the privy council. You 
will stay here, Mr. Hatton, while that man is 
arrested, and then you will go and prepare your 
proofs and await the summons to the council. 
Oblige me by opening that door and calling the 
groom of the chambers." 

In response to my summons, the groom, who 
had done his best in the morning to dissuade me 
from seeing the king, came in wondering and 
alarmed. In the anteroom, the silence that had 
followed upon Briand's ejectment had given place 
to a fresh turmoil of voices, among which Bri- 
and's harsh, barking tones could be plainly distin- 
guished. The king was now calm and collected, 
a shade paler and sterner than usual, but looking 
his best, as a king should in moments of danger, 
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when all depends upon orders being issued with- 
out heat or panic. 

" Go first to the anteroom," he said to the 
man, " and tell both the chamberlains to come 
to me by the other way. Mr. Hatton will keep 
the door. Then send me Deboyne and Vente- 
nat." And when I interposed, he added, " Well, 
then, Deboyne alone. You will then go and 
station yourself on the perron and see that no 
one leaves this house, under pain of my severe 
displeasure." 

When the man had gone, he walked up 
and down the room in thought, oblivious of 
the growing uproar in the anteroom, until he 
chanced to notice my attitude as I stood with 
my back braced against a possible assault upon 
the door. 

"What! you are afraid of an actual attack 
upon me? " 

" I would rather, sire, that you were in your 
own apartments upstairs." 

He smiled. " Believe me, Mr. Hatton, your 
fears are idle. Conspiracy, insidious and un- 
masked, eating its way into the hearts of the loyal 
is truly to be dreaded. Treason open to the light 
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of day is mere clumsy violence; we can afford 
to laugh at it." 

" But I can hear this traitor, Briand, declaim- 
ing to a body of people in the anteroom/^ 

" Let him declaim. They know that their 
king will not receive him. It is enough; he is 
discredited." 

I was not so sure. In the intervals of Briand^s 
spasmodic oratory there were murmurs, whether 
of approbation or remonstrance I could not tell, 
for the thickness of the doors blurred the words 
into one fluctuating drone. At this moment the 
two chamberlains entered hastily by the door lead- 
ing to the king^s apartments. 

" What is this noise in the anteroom? " asked 
the king. 

" It is Count Briand, sire," panted the man. 

" Briand I What is he saying? " 

They glanced at me and looked extremely 
uncomfortable. 

*^ Speak 1 ^^ said the king sternly. 

" He is speaking about this gentleman," said 
one of them, indicating me. " I believe he is 
accusing him of treachery to your Majesty." 

" Wellj we will see who is the traitor. Seek 
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out Arden, and tell him I order Briand to be ar- 
rested and confined in the cells below until I have 
decided further. Go at once and arrest him." 

The two men looked perplexed and doubtful, 
but the king's second " Gol " sent them hurry- 
ing from the room to debate outside upon the 
manner of their obedience to the order. Feeling 
a great curiosity to know what Briand had to say 
against me in so verbose an harangue, I gently 
turned the handle and held the door ajar. I had 
chanced upon a period in his speech devoted to 
self -justification; there were more " /'«" in each 
sentence than in a Latin genitive, and, if his audi- 
ence believed him, they learned not only that 
their hopes of returning home depended upon 
him, but that to him also was due any gratitude 
they might feel for their continued existence. 
Yet he took no credit to himself; he was the 
chosen vessel, that was all — the instrument of a 
higher power. He depreciated himself in no 
tone of snivelling, mock humility, but in a spirit 
of intense conviction, and even pride. 

The speech was never finished. There was a 
stir at the further door; four or five men came in 
and surrounded him, and one of them, whose 
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voice I recognised as Arden's, cried, " In his Maj- 
esty^s name I arrest you, Count Hugo Briand, 
on a charge of high treason." There was no 
struggle. The harangue ceased; there was a 
smothered gasp or two, the sound of the pushing 
back of chairs, a whispering near the door, and 
the slow steps of a body of men leaving the room, 
moving the furniture out of their way as they 
went. Thus vanished the traitor Briand from the 
upper air. In three minutes the anteroom was 
empty; the idle audience of his harangue had 
melted away, and I was left alone with the king. 

He had heard the sound of the arrest, and was 
stooping in the painful attitude of a listener when 
I turned to announce that Briand had been seized. 
Sighing deeply, he dismissed me, enjoining me to 
prepare my evidence without delay. 

" May I ask one question, sire? Is there 
any among your Majesty's court whose loyalty 
you mistrust? " 

" If Briand is a traitor, they may all be false, 
for all I know. God grant that you are wrong! " 

I left him, vowing in my heart to serve him 
against his will by proving myself right. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

I LONGED to consult my fellow-conspirator, but 
the court was so disorganized by the doings of 
the early morning that there was no way of send- 
ing a message to her. By this time she must have 
heard something of my adventures of the night, 
and she would, I felt sure, give me an oppor- 
tunity of relating them by showing herself in the 
garden. I might have spent the time in fortifying 
my evidence with that of others. Ventenat, for 
whom I had been mistaken overnight, could have 
told me something; so could the butler; but I 
shrank from taking Arden into my confidence, 
and without him I knew not how to approach 
them. 

In the gallery I found the coffee had been un- 
tasted. Briand^s audience had been probably com- 
posed of intending breakfasters, who were now 
too much perturbed by public events to feel 
hunger; at any rate, I was left alone. From the 
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path leading to the stables I commanded both the 
garden and the yard. The disorder of the house- 
hold had spread to the stables. On an inverted 
bucket, the centre of a ruin of harness and stable 
gear, the poor old coachman sat in his shirt and 
breeches, with his head between his hands, in 
silent surrender to circumstances he could neither 
control nor understand. In the yard a group of 
men surrounded Jomard, assailing him with ques- 
tions, which the stricken man parried by an ap- 
peal to the state of his health, which, as he raised 
his voice to dominate theirs, I could faintly catch: 
" Any excitement may be fatal. — ^Very alarming, 
but entirely beyond my province. — Nothing to do 
with the poultry. — Gracious! Do you want to 
kill me in cold blood? — ^And no court physician." 
I knew better, but kept my own counsel on a fact 
more likely to prove fatal to poor Jomard than 
his disorder. The only other human being in 
sight was the head gardener, who was, according 
to his daily habit, pottering aimlessly about the 
flower beds with an air of intense preoccupation. 
When he came within eiarshot of my window I 
wished him " Good-morning," but he shook his 
head almost impatiently and pointed to his work. 
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This pique me, and I asked whether I might not 
come down and talk to him. 

"Excuse me, sir," he answered politely but 
decidedly, " I haven't the time. Yesterday her 
Eoyal Highness found fault with my method of 
gardening, and gave orders to the subordinates 
whom I was training so carefully — orders that 
upset them so much that they haven't come to 
work to-day at all," and he fell upon an offend- 
ing group of groundsel with his hoe. " Her — 
Royal — Highness — shall never again — have cause 
— to interfere in my department," he gasped be- 
tween his hoe-strokes. 

I sat watching him lazily until five or six 
men, led by Ventenat, the suspect, came out of 
the house and crossed the grass in the direction 
of Briand's arbour. Ten minutes later they re- 
appeared from the shrubbery, carrying a num- 
ber of small articles and a bundle of papers. It 
was now past eleven o'clock; the day was very 
hot; the sunshine, the inviting shade, the scent 
of the flowers, and the drone of the bees, con- 
spired to allure to the garden, and yet the prin- 
cess tarried within. I had almost resolved to send 

a message to her, when I heard my name called 
11 
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in the garden. It was Arden, graver and more 
fussy than usual. He was not intended for the 
buflFet of elemental passions; his weak mouth 
and the shadows under his eyes showed how they 
were telling upon him. 

" This is a dreadful business, my dear sir — 
a dreadful business 1 God knows how it will endl 
No doubt you acted according to your conscience 
in reporting it to the king, yet, for all that you 
could give me I would not stand in your shoes. 
The council is abeady sitting, and you are re- 
quired to attend with your evidence.^^ 

" What! " I cried, starting up; " the council 
sitting already? Is the trial to be to-day? " 

"The trial is taking place now,'' he an- 
swered. 

" But I had no idea of this. I have nothing 
prepared yet. I thought the trial would be held 
to-morrow, after the king had heard my state- 
ment.'' 

" His Majesty has deputed everything to the 
council. If you please, I will return and say 
that you are not prepared." 

" And have Briand acquitted? Certainly not. 
I will come at once. How is the court consti- 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



A COURT INTRIGUE. I59 

tuted? '' I inquired as we passed across the 
hall. 

" It is like an ordinary meeting of the privy 
council. The lord president's chair is, of course, 
vacant, for the king signed Briand's dismissal 
this morning, and has not yet appointed a buc- 
ceSfeor; but Deboyne has been specially deputed 
to preside at the trial, and you will address your 
remarks to him." 

It was my first experience of this remarkable 
assembly. The doorkeepers of the morning were 
stationed in the anteroom to keep eavesdroppers 
at a distance, being themselves prevented by the 
thickness of the panelling from hearing what 
passed. The king was not present, and his chair, 
crowned with the insignia of royalty, was moved 
back to make room for the president, Deboyne, 
who sat in an ordinary chair, with the council 
of nine members divided to the right and left of 
him. Near the door was a small table supporting 
a beautifully bound volume — a Bible, I suppose, 
though I had no opportimity of examining it. 
On our entrance every member, beginning with 
the president, rose and bowed ceremoniously to 
me, and I returned their compliments in my best 
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manner; then Arden delivered me the Bible with 
great solemnity, whispering that I was to repeat 
the oath after him. 

" I, James Hatton, do swear that I will, to the 
best of my ability, give honest and wise counsel 
to his Majesty " 

The president interrupting us, Arden went to 
him, and discussed some fresh difficulty in 
whispers. 

" The president is right," he said on his re- 
turn; "you were taking the oath as a mem- 
ber of the council, to which you do not yet be- 
long. We must begin again." 

" I, James Hatton, do swear that I will not 
reveal any matter of which I shall become cog- 
nizant during the deliberations of his Majesty's 
privy council. So help me God ! " 

Reasons that will appear in this narrative have 
absolved me from an oath that would otherwise 
have forbidden any public reference to the pro- 
cedure at the state trial in which I was about to 
take so prominent a part. 

I was given a seat at the bottom of the table, 
and Arden, who played the role of a familiar of 
the Inquisition, sat down at the table near the 
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door. I scanned the faces of the nine men in 
whose hands lay Briand's destiny. I knew them 
all by sight. Besides Deboyne, there ^ere the 
irascible old military chamberlain, whose business 
it was to precede the king, tapping on the floor 
with his staff; Ventenat, the enigma; the tall, 
silent man who had breakfasted with us the previ- 
ous day; four others whose names and titles I 
had never heard, though they frequented the din- 
ner table; and Jomard, keeper of the poultry, 
who was to suffer this one last taste of public life 
before his impending end. 

" His Majesty,'' began Deboyne, frowning at 
me, " has commanded you to appear before us to 
tell us what you know touching the accusation of 
high treason formulated against Count Hugo 
Briand. We are met to listen to you." 

I bowed, and said, " Mr. President " 

" My Lord President," interrupted Arden in 
a stage whisper. 

" My Lord President, permit me to inquire 
what is the character of this meeting? Is Count 
Hugo Briand now on his trial, or have you met 
only to consider the propriety of charging him? " 

" He is now on his trial," said the president. 
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" Then surely/' I rejoined, " lie ought to be 
present." 

The president was offended. " It Is not for 
his accuser, sir, to dictate the procedure of his 
Majesty's council" 

" Certainly not, my Lord," I said respectfully. 

The president consulted a sheet of paper be- 
fore him. "Hugo Briand, commonly called 
Count Hugo Briand, stands charged, on your in- 
formation, that he did compass, imagine, devise, 
invent, and intend [did I here detect the skilled 
hand of hen-herH Jomard?] to deprive and de- 
pose his Majesty, Francis, King of Ethuria, his 
heirs and successors, from the style, honour, and 
royal name of Ethuria, and did conspire with 
sundry other ill-disposed persons to commit the 
said offences. There are other counts in the bill 
of indictment, but that is the principal. Now, 
sir, it is for you to adduce your proofs of the 
charge." 

I bowed. 

"We are waiting to hear you, sir," he said 
somewhat testily after a considerable interval of 
silence. 

I bowed again. 
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"Have you nothing to say?^^ he asked at 
length in some astonishment. 

"Nothing that I can say in the absence of 
the accused. You admonished me, a moment 
ago, my Lord, for seeming to dictate the pro- 
cedure of this august council. Such disrespect 
was so far from my intention that I do not even 
now suggest an alteration in your procedure, 
though my own lips are sealed by the absence of 
the prisoner.'^ 

The countenance of the president was changed 
toward me, and he turned to consult in whispers 
with Jomard, sitting on his left. The poultryman 
replied to his injurious criticisms of me with ex- 
asperating deliberation, stating his adverse opin- 
ion with the indifference of a man who has begun 
already to regard human affairs with the amused 
unconcern of a spectator. The president made 
repeated assaults upon his convictions without 
inducing him to yield a single point; while I, the 
sole cause of their difference, was the only mem- 
ber of the tribunal not particularly concerned 
about their decision. If the trial were conducted 
decently, I would speak, otherwise I would hold 
my tongue; for in either case Briand's conspiracy 
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would be defeated so long as the king's suspicions 
were aroused. 

When the discussion had lasted many minutes, 
Arden, -at a sign from the president, took the 
vacant seat next mine, and reasoned with me as 
if I were a wayward child. He hoped that I 
would take in good part what he had to say; per- 
haps I did not know — how should I know? — 
what trouble I was giving the council by this 
whim of mine. The king had given positive 
orders that Briand should remain in his cell until 
the decision of the court should be known. 
How, then, could he be present at the trial, un- 
less the trial were held in the cell, where there 
is not room for more than one man at a time? 
The council were anxious to meet my wishes 
in every way; was this the return I had to make 
to them? " Now, my dear sir," he concluded, 
" can you not bring yourself to meet the council 
halfway? What prevents you from giving your 
evidence, and hearing it read to Briand after you 
have given it? " 

I was not unreasonable, and Arden's puerile 
remonstrance suggested a fair compromise. Ad- 
dressing the president, I declared my willingness 
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to make a statement in the absence of the accused, 
provided that it were taken down accurately in 
writing, signed by me, and then, before I left the 
council room, read over to Briand in my pres- 
ence; he being afforded an opportunity of ques- 
tioning me or replying to my charges. 

This proposal caused a fresh delay. A mes- 
senger was despatched to the king, while Jomard 
and the president continued their one-sided de- 
bate. Arden, returning, whispered his Majesty's 
reply into the president's ear, and the matter was 
settled. The prisoner would be brought up later, 
to hear my written evidence against him. 

All objections being now removed, I stood 
up, with obeisance to the court, and related my 
experiences of the night. Jomard, who ap- 
peared to act as secretary to the council, took 
down my statements with practised rapidity. I 
told them how my suspicions had been aroused; 
how I had determined to keep watch at night; 
how I had heard Madame Thelusson warbling at 
midnight by the flower vase; how I had been 
mistaken for an expected recruit for the con- 
spiracy (here I looked at Ventenat, whose eyes 
were averted, but whose trembling fingers showed 
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his agitation); how, in this character, I had re- 
ceived Madame Thelusson^s confidences; had had 
a treasonable oath proposed to me; had seen the 
mummeries of Briand with my own eyes. Of 
the insults to the princess I said nothing, feeling 
it to be an outrage to mix up her name with so 
squalid a business. 

Once only was my opening statement inter- 
rupted. Forgetting the labouring pen of the 
poultry keeper, I had allowed my narrative to 
outrun it, until checked by a well-chosen remon- 
strance. He laid down his pen, closed his finger 
tips, and observed with studied urbanity: 

" You are now speaking at the rate of one 
hundred and ten words a minute. I feel con- 
vinced you would not willingly shorten my life 
by a single minute, and when you know that you 
have unwittingly brought my end nearly two days 
nearer, you will feel sincere regret. You look 
upon a dying man, Mr. Hatton, giving the last 
few hours of life to the service of his king; do 
not, therefore, take it unmannerly in me if I 
entreat you to reduce your speed by at least forty 
words a minute." 

Asking his forgiveness in suitable terms, I 
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continued at a more measured speed. My narra- 
tive must have had a peculiar interest for several 
members of the coimcil, since Madame Thelus- 
son's advances had certainly not been confined 
to the men whom I had identified. Of all the 
nine present, Jomard, the military chamberlain, 
and possibly Arden, were the only men who could 
have had no previous knowledge of the plot. I 
felt more and more that a traitor was being tried 
by traitors — by men who had dallied with treach- 
ery, and had lacked the courage to unmask it. 

This uneasy feeling was not diminished when 
I noticed that the door leading from the ante- 
room, which had certainly been closed when I 
stood up to speak, was now ajar. I could not say 
positively that there were listeners, for there was 
so much light in the room that anybody obstruct- 
ing the aperture of the door would not have 
thrown a shadow; but the two chamberlains had 
been so excellently drilled that they could scarce- 
ly have been accused of eavesdropping, and I 
felt sure that they had been withdrawn in order 
that someone else might gratify his curiosity. 
I was not Sony that it should be so. Nothing 
that I had to say could not be shouted from the 

• 
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housetops; the more who knew of Briand's 
treachery the better would the seeds be sterilized. 
The question of secrecy was a matter for the 
council; my own preference was for an open 
court. 

On the conclusion of my statement I sub- 
mitted myself to examination by the president. 
" You are quite positive," he asked, " that you 
saw Madame Thelusson? " 

" There is no possibility of doubt. I saw her 
features plainly when she was standing under my 
window; . besides, I recognised her voice." 

" You say she mistook you for some one else. 
Who was it? " 

I glanced at Ventenat, who was gnawing the 
end of a pen- " I would rather not say," I an- 
swered. 

The president became stem. " But you must 
say? " 

"Well, then, since I must, it was a member 
of this court." This produced that curious stir 
in human assemblages which reporters describe by 
the word " sensation." The members looked 
nervously at one another, like French deputies 
threatened with the revelation of a new financial 
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scandal. Jomard seemed to warn the president 
not to push his cross-examination too far. Vente- 
nat talked fluently to his neighbour, as if to 
divert attention from himself, betraying that he 
knew more about the conspiracy than he cared 
to tell. It was a scandal that such a man should 
sit in judgment upon Briand. ' 

At last the president broke the silence: 

" Mr. Hatton's evidence having now been 
taken, does any member of the council desire 
to ask him any questions? " 

I should have had my dismissal, if at that 
moment some one had not flung wide the door, 
crying: " I have — several questions.'' It was 
Madame Thelusson herself, simmering with in- 
dignation from her bootheels to the jet ornaments 
in her bonnet. She regarded me for a moment 
with a haughty stare intended to convey wither- 
ing contempt, and her heaving breast began to 
pump ejaculations from the innermost recesses of 
her person. Clearly I was in for a bad quarter 
of an hour. 

She gave the council no time to recover from 
their astonishment. " A pretty nightmare! " she 
began. " A lady in the garden at midnight. 
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warbling like a bird! This poor young gentle- 
man must have eaten something that has dis- 
agreed with him. He says himself that he began 
by going to sleep. Whistling like a bird! I ap- 
peal to you, gentlemen, is whistling a vice to 
which you have known me, or indeed any lady, 
to give way? And then what followed? This 
young genUemcm^^ — ^I thought the emphasis un- 
necessary — " says that he spied upon the lady, 
dogged her footsteps at midnight — a pretty thing 
to do! — spoke to her in the character of some one 
else, induced her to tell him a lot of ridiculous 
secrets, and yet escaped recognition by his voice 
or the bright light that streamed from the ob- 
servatory. A pretty story, and a very bad dream! 
Why, Monsieur Ventenat himself could have 
told you " 

Yentenat started, and I said blandly, "My 
Lord President, I never mentioned Monsieur 
Ventenat's name.'^ 

" Oh, yes, you did! '^ she cried with furious 
inconsequence, " or at least you said it was some 
one here, which is the same thing; and he can tell 
you that I never asked him to come out last night 
at all.'' 
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" My Lord/^ I said, " how long is this inter- 
ruption to continue? This lady admits by implica- 
tion that she had asked Monsieur Ventenat to join 
hevJ' 

" Ah! ^' the old lady continued passionately, 
" the first moment I saw you I knew what manner 
of man you were. I warned them all that you 
were only come to bring trouble upon us; but 
Briand was the only one that heeded me, and 
now you are having your revenge. Well, wait 
and see: our turn will come." 

Deboyne had been in vain trying to make 
himself heard. " It is intolerable! " he shouted 
to Arden. " Is this the king's council? Where 
are the doorkeepers? Who admitted her? I 
beg that you will have her removed at once." 

Arden took one look at the raging object of 
his duty, bowed his head to the storm and ran 
for help. The chamberlains, looking very fool- 
ish and frightened, immediately intervened, 
and courteously invited Madame Thelusson to 
withdraw; but she heeded them not. "Jus- 
tice I will first have upon that man! " she 
shrieked — "justice for the man imprisoned 
down there, and upon the mean, cowardly time- 
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server who has brought this lying charge against 
him!" 

What other injurious epithets she would have 
heaped upon my head I know not, for the cham- 
berlains, licensed to the outrage by a sign from 
Deboyne, caught her firmly by the elbows and 
whisked her out of the room loudly asserting that 
she would never leave it. 

" Why was not Madame Thelusson arrested? " 
I whispered to Arden, who had drawn closer to 
me during the uproar. " She is at least as guilty 
as Briand." 

" I can not tell," he answered. " The king is 
merciful. If Briand is punished, no doubt he will 
pardon the rest." 

As soon as peace was restored, my statement, 
beautifully written by Jomard, whose practice in 
judicial routine was shamefully wasted in the 
poultry yajd, was handed to me for signature. 

Even after I had signed it there was an un- 
accountable reluctance to produce the prisoner. 
I reminded the president of his undertaking, and 
thereby provoked a fresh discussion among such 
members of the board as seemed to take any in- 
terest in the proceedings. Suddenly a horrible 
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thought flashed upon me. Had Briand been tor- 
tured, and was it on this account that they shrank 
from producing him in my presence? The court 
was so curiously irresponsible, and yet so master- 
ful, that there was colour for my suspicions, and 
I was more than ever determined that the con- 
dition on which I was induced to speak should 
be literally kept. I told the president shortly . 
that I should revoke every word of my evidence 
unless it were read to the prisoner in my pres- 
ence; that I should refuse to sit in the court until 
the solemn undertaking made to me was re- 
deemed. At that, with the best dignity I could 
muster, I marched into the anteroom to await 
developments. 

I had not forgotten that the council would be 
more free to converse among themselves in my ab- 
sence; that they would question Ventenat, and 
perhaps have the proper feeling to expel him 
from the board. In the anteroom I fell into con- 
versation with one of the chamberlains. " Have 
you placed Madame Thelusson under arrest? " I 
asked. 

"Oh, no; we had no orders to arrest her. 

We took her to the ladies^ apartments and left 
12 
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her there. They will see that she does not again 
interrupt the council. We are ourselves in dan- 
gernof censure, but she came with so urgent a mes- 
sage from the princess that we had perforce to 
obey, leaving the door in her hands. How could 
we suspect that she was concerned in this dread- 
ful conspiracy? And now that we have seen her 
Eoyal Highness, we find that she had never sent 
for us at all. It is really scandalous! " 

The door opened, and Arden passed through 
the room without looking at us. 

" Has Briand been well treated in prison? " 
I inquired. 

^i I can not tell you. The cells are in the base- 
ment below. I have never even seen them, and I 
do not know who keeps the keys." 

" Well, we shall know directly. Monsieur 
Arden has gone to bring him, and he will pass 
through here." 

" Ah," he said, " for the last time." 

" Why, he may be acquitted." 

He raised his eyebrows in mild surprise. 
" Acquitted! But he is abeady condemned." 

" Nonsense! " I said impatiently; " he is not 
yet tried." 
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" I know, but, for all that, Deboyne told me 
that it is all settled, and the sentence decided 
upon. The king has almost confirmed it." 

Before I could question him further the 
prisoner entered the room. Arden accompanied 
him, preceded by two men with long wands, and 
Briand walked with his usual heavy impassivi- 
ty, relieving at the first glance my misgivings 
about his treatment in prison. The two young 
gentlemen of the garden, whose absence from 
duty had so grieved their chief, brought up the 
rear of the procession. Briand wa^ not alive to 
the situation in which he stood. He may have 
been revolving high schemes for the future, or 
pondering on the folly that had brought him to 
this pass, but upon the inmaediate manner of his 
defence to the accusation he was plainly not be- 
stowing a thought. He was accommodated with a 
chair near the council table, close enough to rest 
his elbows upon it if he leaned forward, and his 
guards stood at his side watching him. He made 
no salute to the court; he scarcely seemed to real- 
ize where he was. 

" Hugo Briand," said the president in a loud 
voice, " you stand charged that " and he read 
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over the indictment as he had read it to me. 
" The secretary wUl now read the statement of 
James Hatton in support of the indictment." 

Jomard read slowly and clearly the statement 
he had taken down. I watched the prisoner. For 
some time I could not have said positively 
whether he was listening or not. Beneath his 
drooping lids he was staring straight before him 
at the opposite wall, and his face was perfectly 
expressionless; then his eyes began to wander 
around the table till they rested upon Ventenat, 
who fastened his attention; for some moments 
he gazed at him, raising and dropping his eyelids 
like a lizard, while Ventenat showed his discom- 
fort by furtive glances of the eyes and restless 
shiftings of position. Presently the prisoner 
drew his hand from his coat pocket and stretched 
it toward Ventenat, in entire unconsciousness of 
our presence, moving the tips of his short, stubby 
fingers slowly up and down, as if he were making 
some eign well understood between them. On 
a less solemn occasion the action would have been 
ludicrous; as the action of a man on trial for his 
life, with his last chance of defence passing from 
him, it was horrible. 
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Jomard's reading was drawing to a close. 
Briand must have been listening, for the sentence 
describing his own attitude in the observatory 
oViernight plainly gave a new current to his 
thoughts. From his pocket he took a white chalk 
pencil, drew his chair closer to the table, and 
drew out a rude square upon the green cloth. 
Except Jomard, every man among us had for- 
gotten the business of the moment in curiosity. 
Against each side of the square he scrawled a 
letter: at the top, A; at the right, D; on the 
left, Y; and at the bottom, C, which he after- 
ward rubbed out hastily with his fingers. Jomard 
had finished reading and touched the president's 
arm. Deboyne started, and read from the paper 
in front of him: 

" Hugo Briand, having heard the statement of 
your accuser, have you anything to say in your 
defence? " 

The prisoner made no answer, but quietly 
took something from his coat pocket and laid it 
under his hand in the middle of the square drawn 
upon the table cloth. He paused a moment in 
the strained suspense of a man who halts before 
wilfully turning an irrevocable page in the book 
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of life, stooped over his hand, blew softly on it, 
and lifted it slowly, disclosing what it hid. It 
was a common spotted toad, such as any schoolboy 
brings into the schoolroom to relieve the tedium of 
study. It sat there blinking, loathsome in its inert 
stupidity, in its helpless inappropriateness to the 
drama in which it had been called unexpectedly 
to play a leading part. Briand, resting the tips 
of his fingers upon the table, watched it with 
dilated eyes, and then, as the brute did not move, 
but only slid a film of skin over its glassy eyes, 
he snatched a quill pen from the middle of the 
table and tickled the toad with its feathered end. 
There was such intense earnestness about the 
whole proceeding that in the nervousness of the 
moment I found myself breaking into foolish 
laughter; but the toad, resenting the stiff bristles 
of the quill, gathered its gross body together and 
took a blundering leap. It leaped the chalk line 
on the right of the square and flopped heavily 
down upon the letter D. Briand sprang to his 
feet, kicking back his chair against his guards, 
and flinging his hands above his head, cried, 
"What need to speak when my fate is decreed? 
It is death!" 
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When I parted with Arden in the anteroom 
I was still incredulous that the farcical trial I 
had just witnessed would end in tragedy. " The 
king will never confirm such a sentence/' I as- 
serted. 

" Why not? " asked Arden in great surprise. 
" The man was guilty." 

" I know. But here in France, on foreign soil, 
with such a travesty of a trial, it is monstrous! " 

" He will die, nevertheless. I do not see how 
he could have been more fairly tried. The mem- 
bers were most carefully chosen from among the 
wisest men about the court. He deserves death, 
and death he will have." 

Not until he had solemnly promised to obtain 
an audience for me from the king would I let him 
go. I knew I could trust him; fatuous as he was 
in most things he did inspire that one confidence 
in his honesty. 
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I wanted air. The whole scene had been so 
grotesque, the shock of the impending tragedy of 
the sentence so sharp, that I panted to breathe 
untainted air and feel the real wind playing on 
my temples. I ran down the steps into the garden 
and found myself face to face with the princess. 

" Madam," I cried, hardly stopping to salute 
her in my delight, " I waited all the morning 
for you to tell you my adventures of the night; 
but you did not come. You left me " 

A look of disgust and contempt in her imperi- 
ous litttle face checked me. 

" I heard of your adventures from others. I 
do not know what ground you had for expecting 
me," she said coldly. 

" I thought you would wish to hear of my 
success from my own lips," I stammered in aston- 
ishment. 

"Your success!" she said bitterly. "You 
call it success to betray a man to death? Please 
spare me; I want to hear no details of such. suc- 
cesses. I have heard enough of them. You be- 
haved like a private detective; you stood in the 
dark and listened to secrets intended for other 
people; you spied upon Count Briand from be- 
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hind a tree; and then, without a word of warning 
to him, you betrayed him to the king, and your- 
self gave the evidence that will cost him his life. 
And you come to me to boast of your success! 
He had the eccentricity that always goes with 
genius, and that ought to be treated very tenderly 
by people who are not geniuses." 

I winced at her little shaft, because, though I 
had not then arrived at the opinion I now hold 
of my own intellect, I had a suspicion that I was 
not clever. Had she been comparing me with 
Briand, and could she prefer that grotesque 
figure, with a touch of genius which I indignantly 
denied, to — to me? I was astonished at the pain- 
ful emotion this thought caused me. 

"I did not know that Briand was so dear to 

you."' 

" At this moment his life is the most impor- 
tant to me in the world. Can not you understand 
how one feels when a man's life is in danger? " 

Then I was right. I was speechless with 
astonishment. I could understand the princess 
being greatly upset by the news that our innocent 
mock conspiracy was to cost a man his life, but 
for this savage onslaught upon me when, if there 
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was guilt, we were both equally guilty, there was 
no excuse whatever. 

" I hoped," I said, " to show you by my serv- 
ice what it was forbidden me to express in any 
other way. If I may not do that, let me leave 
you before you say something you may regret, 
or force me to say something I am afraid to say." 

" What are you afraid of saying? " 

" It is not a man's business to say that a 
woman should show chivalry as well as men; least 
of all is it mine, who wound myself so painfully 
by any wounding words I say to you. I have 
work to do, ma'am, in this affair of Briand, but 
if I can still serve you, you know where to send 
for me." 

It was intolerable that this girl should allow 
her mind to be so easily poisoned against me. 
And what was she to me that I should so greatly 
care? Yet, so heavy were my steps as I turned 
to leave her, standing there with her eyes down- 
cast and her face still flushed in anger, or shame, 
I knew that I did care. Moreover, I saw the 
wistf ulness in the drooping corners of her mouth. 

" Mr. Hatton." 

" Madam? " 
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^^ WTiat have I done, that you should talk 
so unkindly of me? " There were tears in her 
eyes, but I thought that they were tears of vexa- 
tion. 

" Unchivalrous was too strong a word to use; 
I ought rather to have said forgetful. Yesterday 
you flattered me by calling me your friend, and I 
was proud to serve one whose position had such 
a romantic sadness in it. My devotion to your 
father, your own love for him,, both made me 
critical of those about you. Your own fears, that 
you confided to me, turned my criticisms into sus- 
picion, and gave me the right to hunt down these 
traitors. Someone, probably Madame Thelusson, 
has poisoned your mind against me. If I have 
sinned at all, I did it at your behest. Who could 
forsee that the life of a man was at stake? I don^t 
believe now that they will hang Briand; but 
now that this fear is come upon you, a fear that 
neither of us could have predicted, you turn upon 
me, womanlike — ^pardon me, princess! — and ac- 
cuse me for not having foretold the future." 

^^ You have disappointed me," she said gently. 
" If I seemed harsh, it is because I expected too 
mucK from you. You said you would be my 
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friend, and see how you are speaking to me 
now I " 

I passed over her charming feminine inconse- ' 
qiience, pleased at the betrayal of the woman in 
her, and not altogether sorry that she should be 
angry with me. 

" Aye, and I am disappointed too. If I had 
had a share in any blameworthy action, I would 
have borne the blame alone. You laid a thought- 
less command upon me, not reflecting that your 
slightest wish became my highest duty, and then 
you turn upon me for bungling it. Did you think 
I would fail to do anything you asked me? " 

I saw her change colour, and my one wish 
was to increase her uneasiness. A mad desire 
took hold of me to topple down the dignity of her 
reserve and see what lay at the bottom of this 
child's heart, over which I began to feel some 
mysterious control. I pressed her for an ^swer. 

" Would you rather I thought less of your 
commands in future? " 

"Oh, no," she answered in sudden anxiety; 
" please don't change. It is so nice, you know, 
to have a fellow-conspirator who will obey.'' 

" Would you have us fellow-conspirators 
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again? Mind, it will be my turn to make con- 
ditions." 

^^ What conditions would you make? " 

" Absolute trust in the motives of your ally." 

" Did I ever question them? " 

"Indeed you did!" 

"!Rever. It was only that Briand's fate 
frightens me so; and when I think of him I am 
still angry and still mean it. Now listen; you 
think they will not dare to execute him? You are 
wrong; unless they are prevented, Briand will 
die to-morrow. How will you ever forgive your- 
self? Think of it! A harmless visionary like 
Briand, bound to the king by ties of gratitude, de- 
voted to his king's daughter, condemned in a 
mock trial, while one of his accomplices, known 
to be as guilty, sits in judgment upon him. It 
is horrible! If you pretend to obey my wishes, 
act now, for you will never have a heavier com- 
mand laid upon you than this: Briand must be 
saved! " 

She was again the self-contained, imperious 
little princess, to be obeyed if I would keep 
friends with her. I saw her unspoken command 
to help her forget the momentary weakness in 
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which she had betrayed her position and her duty. 
Whether she was naturally girlish and sensitive, 
or plucky and womanly in fighting for the dignity 
it was her duty to assume, she filled me with in- 
tense tenderness; but I caught the spirit of her 
mood, ^nd said respectfully: 

" I think you are overanxious, madam. To 
kill him here, under the noses of the French 
police, would be murder. I should have done my 
best even without your commands; but if they 
really mean to kill Briand, I may fail. "What if, 
after I have exhausted every effort, the king will 
not listen to me? " 

" If you fail, you need not trouble to report 
your failure to me, Mr. Hatton." 
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I WENT to my room "with the princesses re- 
proaches ringing in my ears. The sudden transi- 
tion from farce to tragedy stunned me; the 
knowledge that my comfortable seat as a spectator 
had been wrenched from under me, and that I 
had been forced suddenly to take a role among 
the actors in this strange drama utterly unnerved 
me. I had cost a man his life; the only hope 
of saving him lay in acting quickly and wisely, 
and my invention was paralyzed by the necessity 
for rapid action. 

There was hope for the condemned man if 
the king could be persuaded to see me. I would 
appeal to his gentleness, his good sense, and his 
policy of standing well with the world; and I 
would force from him at least a respite. A day 
might be enough to plan the prisoner's escape, 
for these crazy walls could hold no man resolutely 
determined to break through them. But would 
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the king see me? To force my way into his pres- 
ence would be a poor preface to my petition. I 
could only wait in sickening anxiety for Arden to 
redeem his promise, and the execution, I now 
learned, was fixed for daybreak. 

The minutes dragged on; the shadows of the 
trees lengthened on the ill-kept lawn, and I sud- 
denly realized that for more than half an hour 
no sound had broken the unnatural stillness. The 
dinner hour had come and gone, unmarked by 
any stir in the kitchen regions or the hall; the 
paved passages that echo so readily to every foot- 
fall were as silent as a gallery in the catacombs; 
the chateau that held so many lives was as still 
as the palace of the king in the fairy tale, spell- 
bound in sleep while his daughter lay awaiting 
her lover's awakening kiss. 

But this was not the hush of sleep; it was 
not restful, but rather the awe-inspiring silence 
of a multitude restrained from speech by a strong 
common emotion of wrath or fear. There was 
terror in the air, for I knew that in every part of 
the ch&teau men and women crouched in darken- 
ing corners, trembling like rats in the wall who 
hear the terrier scratching at the wainscot. I 
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sat on at the window until the light failed. It 
was now long past the dinner hour, yet not a lamp 
had been lit in any of the rooms that looked out 
upon the garden. Several times I had started 
up, thinking that my strained ears had caught 
the sound of Arden's approaching footsteps, yet 
nothing broke the silence but the thumping of 
my own heart. The country without was as still 
as the house within; not a leaf stirred, not a bird 
piped to the sunset; the very horses in the stables 
seemed to have been stricken into stone. It was 
useless to wait longer for Arden; he must have 
failed to gain me an audience, and was afraid to 
face me as the bearer of ill tidings. Besides, I 
was very hungry; and if the court would not eat 
for agitation, I would, even if I had to forage for 
myself. 

IN'ever had the paved passages echoed more 
loudly than they did to my careful tiptoe, muffled 
out of respect for the terrors of the people I im- 
agined to be sitting behind the closed doors. I 
passed through the hall, the gallery, the dining 
room, the drawing room, all empty and dark save 
for the gray oblong that marked the position of 

the uncurtained windows. Receiving no answer 
13 
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to my knock at the inventor's door, I turned the 
handle; it was locked. The other door on the 
same side of the hall led to the king's apartments, 
and, never having seen it used, I believed it to 
be kept permanently closed. I was therefore 
greatly surprised when it yielded to my touch, 
and swung wide enough to admit my head with- 
out creaking on its hinges. The room was long 
and narrow, corresponding to the gallery opposite, 
in which the court was wont to assemble for din- 
ner, and furnished simply with chairs and divans, 
as if it served for an anteroom to the royal apart- 
ments beyond. In the faint light I could see a 
number of men sitting, huddled together near the 
door at the farther end, some on the floor, others 
on chairs, with their heads between their hands 
in attitudes of the deepest dejection. They 
seemed to be listening to a voice from the room 
beyond, speaking rapidly in an accent sometimes 
querulous, sometimes declamatory, with long 
pauses between the periods. I caught not one 
of the words, for at that moment several of the 
heads nearest to me were raised, and I knew that 
my intrusion had been noticed. Closing the door 
softly, I drew back into the darkness of the hall. 
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It had been too dark to identify any member 
of this dejected group, but the number corre- 
sponded roughly with the men who composed the 
court. Whose voice were they listening to? 
Surely not the king's, for the voice I had heard 
had none of the measured, polished accent that 
was at once so winning and so dignified a charac- 
teristic of his Majesty's conversation. If the 
voice was indeed the king's, it was altered strange- 
ly by passion and emotion. And to whom was the 
speech addressed? Surely not to men sitting be- 
hind closed doors. The king had no false taste 
in the maintainance of his dignity, and always 
addressed his council openly and unaffectedly, as 
a man speaks to his equals in rank and intelli- 
gence; nor to Briand, the condemned traitor. 
What had the king to say to him alone on the eve 
of his execution, with his council daring to be 
eavesdroppers at the interview? It was a mys- 
tery that I would fain have solved before hazard- 
ing an attack upon the king's privacy, for upon 
the events of this night hung the fate of the man 
I had put in jeopardy of his life. I dared not 
burst in upon the group of listeners, and, as the 
cravings of my physical appetite had to be ap- 
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peased, I continued my exploration of the base- 
ment until I had given the members time to dis- 
perse. 

I knew that the kitchen domain lay some- 
where in the basement of the little wing that 
formed a barrier between the garden and the 
stables, for the too energetic butler and his satel- 
lites had made their entry by a door on the far 
side of the dining room to the accompaniment 
of a prodigious clatter of dishes in their rear. 
Armed with my few remaining English matches, 
I ventured into the unknown. The silence of the 
house, the desert in the dining room, and the 
weird, faint light from the uncurtained windows 
weighed most depressingly upon my spirits. The 
swing door leading from the dining room creaked 
on its hinges, and went echoing down the stone 
stairway like the shriek of a creature in agony. 
I struck a match and tried to put heart into 
myself by stumping loudly on the flagstones, but 
the unworthiness of my errand — the robbing of 
the larder of my royal host — quenched in me all 
bravado, and I crept forward on tiptoe, like the 
meanest thief. 

A turn in the passage showed me a wall lined 
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with wooden cupboards. A rat scampered away 
in front of me and dashed into one of them with 
a flirt of his tail. The cupboard doors were all 
open, and I lit another match to explore them. 
One look was enough: they proved to be the 
dumping place for everything that left the dinner 
table. In one place, plates and dishes, glasses 
and teacups lay piled up in confusion; on every 
shelf torn bags of groceries had been flung in 
atop, scattering their contents of rice, sago, oat- 
meal, and cocoa wherever the rats had made an 
inroad on their paper coverings. Scullery there 
must have been none, and the supply of clean 
table ware must have been inexhaustible, unless 
the household had a periodical wash-up and 
started afresh. The stench from this deposit of 
rotting scraps was overpowering, and I pursued 
my way with a diminished appetite. Beyond the 
Clipboards I found an open doorway into which I 
penetrated. It was a long, low, paved room, some- 
what below the level of the ground outside, for 
through the half windows near the ceiling I could 
see the grass in silhouette against the gray night. 
The peculiar sour smell of raw meat told me that 
it was the larder. But it was not only the store- 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



194 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

house for food. In one corner lay a pile of boots 
of every size and shape, mingled with blacking 
brushes and pots of blacking. There were at 
least two pairs for every member of the household. 
The boots, like the dishes, must have been cleaned 
at uncertain intervals, perhaps only when the 
wardrobe of Majesty itself gave out. There were 
other things in the larder that struck me as being 
out of place, but I was too hungry to explore. 
On the long table that ran the length of the room 
were poultry, at least a hundred birds, cooked 
and raw, laid out in a long unbroken row from 
one end of the table to the other, like corpses in 
a mortuary. At intervals were baskets of eggs, 
and earthenware bowls of milk, most of it sour, 
as I could tell without tasting it. There was not 
an ounce of butcher's meat in the larder. The 
entire household lived on poultry and eggs. 

The stomachs of the famished are never over- 
nice. I remember tearing the smallest of the 
chickens limb from limb, and devouring a drum- 
stick, picnic fashion, with the bone for a handle, 
and drinking my fill from the freshest of the 
bowls of milk. Then I stood up, fit to face the 
adventures of the night with a bolder heart. 
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From the larder I passed on to the kitchen, 
guided by the dull light of the dying j^e in the 
cooking range. My gorge rose at the state of 
the tables and floor, littered with unwashed uten- 
sils, and for the moment I wished I had left the 
chicken and milk alone, particularly the milk. 
Where were all the people that had left this litter 
behind them? I had now examined most of the 
oflices without encountering one of them. Be- 
yond the kitchen lay the scullery, and curiosity 
led me to creep on tiptoe to the doorway. Some- 
thing moved as I struck a match, and I saw that 
the little room was full of people crowded to- 
gether on the sinks, the wash buckets, and the 
dirty paved floor.. To these, at any rate, I might 
venture to speak. 

" I beg your pardon," I began, " but it is 
long past dinner time, and I am very hungry.'' 

There was an uneasy movement among the 
group, and a man coughed, but no one spoke. I 
waited until the match burned my fingers and 
went out; then the awe of a multitude of silent 
creatures in the darkness took hold of me, and I 
went quickly back into the kitchen. It was an 
immense relief when I caught through the win- 
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dow the glimmer of a lantern moving about in 
the stable yard. There, at least, the spell that 
had stricken the household had left somebody 
untouched. I eagerly watched the swaying, jerky 
gleam, flashing the right leg of its bearer into 
strong relief against a background of double 
blackness. Presently it was set down, and I heard 
the creaking of coach-house doors, and the rum- 
ble of wheels as the carriage was dragged out 
into the yard. A carriage ordered! Here was 
'something to take hold of. There was a pur- 
pose in the mind of some one in authority, and 
it was my business to discover what that pur- 
pose was. 

I waited until the lantern vanished into the 
stable and flashed out again under the nose of a 
bridled horse, glinting on the buckles and shiny 
blinkers. There was just time to get to my room 
before the carriage left; it should not leave the 
chfiteau before I knew whither it was going and 
whom it contained. 

Feeling my way toward the stairs that led to 
the dining room, I was made aware that I had 
overshot my mark by striking my hand against 
an opposing door. It yielded to the latch, and I 
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stood on the threshold striving to pierce the black 
darkness beyond. As I stood, a bootheel shuffled 
on the stone floor quite close to me, and with 
trembling fingers I fumbled for my last match. 
Would it never light? My flesh shrank back in 
expectation of a blow in the dark: my pulses 
beat deafeningly in the thin vessels of the ears. 
Then the match flared, rending the veil of dark- 
ness into fluttering rags of shadow, and I looked 
into the wide, startled eyes of two men blinded 
by the sudden rays. They were standing, sentry- 
wise, beside one of the six doors that loopholed 
the left wall of the passage, armed with iron 
crowbars, which the nearest instinctively clutched 
in the act of striking. I knew them for the as- 
sistant gardeners who had escorted Briand to his 
trial in the morning. 

" What are you doing here? " I asked, feeling 
that something must be said. 

"Stand back!" cried the nearest. "I 
thought you were bringing our orders, or I should 
have stopped you at the door. What do you want 
here?'^ 

"Nothing. I came down to look for some- 
thing to eat.'' 
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" To eat ! For God's sake, give us some ! "We 
are famished, and half dead of thirst." 

" There is plenty in the larder. Why don't 
you go and forage for yourselves? " The match 
burned down to my fingers and went out. 

" We daren't," interposed the other who had 
not spoken. " Orders, on pain of death, not to 
stir from here. Great heavens! they may even 
run us in for letting you pass that door — afraid 
of a rescue " 

"What! isBriandinthere?" 

" Yes. He's all right. Now, then, off you 
go, unless you want to see us in trouble. But 
stop! Be a good fellow, and fetch us a chicken 
and something to drink from the larder; and if 
you could lay your hands on a couple of 
blankets " 

I heard footsteps on the stairs behind me, 
and saw the glare of an advancing light on the 
ceiling of the passage. If I stood still I must be 
seen; my chance of concealment lay in finding a 
side door. Toward the light I ran, with my hand 
upon the wall until it gave way under my fingers 
and I found a doorway. I was but just in time 
to escape the searching rays of a candle carried 
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by one of tlie chamberlains. " M. Eossel," I 
heard him say to his companion, " the guards 
have disobeyed orders. I heard one of them run 
back to his post as we came." 

Fearful lest the carriage should have started, 
I waited to hear no more, but groped my way to 
my room. The carriage had not moved; the 
lantern still threw its light upon the varnished 
wheels, and from time to time the horses stamped 
on the rounded cobbles of the yard; it was evi- 
dent that the coachman was awaiting further 
orders. 

I must have sat at the window for fully half 
an hour; the first tense anxiety of watching had 
worn off, and I was getting drowsy, when a move- 
ment in the yard braced me into full conscious- 
ness again. The carriage was rumbling slowly out, 
and the lantern disappeared into the stable. From 
my window I could now see nothing, and I had 
either to trespass in one of the bedrooms opposite, 
or to go to the gallery downstairs to obtain a view 
of the drive. One after another I tried the doors 
running the length of my passage until one of 
them yielded, and, the room being empty, I threw 
open the window and peered out into the darkness. 
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The night had clouded over, but to my eyes, 
grown accustomed to the darkness, masses of 
shadow were disting-uishable from the surround- 
ing gloom. The carriage had not stopped at the 
perron, but was drawn up further on, outside the 
king's apartments; a dark mass encompassed it, 
which melted and took other shapes as the figures 
composing it changed their position. 'No sound 
of voices reached me; there was only the snap 
of the carriage door, and immediately the horses 
began to move. The procession that it headed 
was strangely like a funeral, with the brougham 
for hearse, for behind the carriage straggled a 
long file of men, walking two and two, some, it 
seemed to me, loaded with burdens. The light 
was too uncertain for me to count them. I could 
only judge from the length of the procession that 
it included most of the men that formed the 
household. I watched it till it was lost among 
the trees of the avenue, and then I slipped down- 
stairs to follow in its wake. 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



CHAPTEE XII. 

There was not time to think. If the con- 
demned man was in the brougham, his chances of 
life was slender unless I kept within sight of the 
procession; if he were not, he was at least safe 
until it returned, for no execution could take place 
with so many men withdrawn. I turned up the 
collar of my coat and bound a dark scarf about 
my head as I ran. When I reached the lodge 
gates there was nothing to be seen of the proces- 
sion. At its slow rate of progression I knew that 
it could not be many yards ahead of me, and yet 
the road, trending upward to the crest of the rise, 
was empty. I struck a match and examined the 
ground for footmarks. There they were, little 
billows and swirls of dust churned by the feet 
of a multitude. The track kept the road for a 
dozen yards, and then turned off sharp to the 
left along the outer side of the wall, following 
a footpath overgrown by a coarse grass and low 



201 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



202 A COJJRT INTRIGUE. 

bushes. Perhaps a farm cart or two had occa- 
sionally passed along that way, for there was a 
wide space beyond the wall free from saplings; 
nevertheless, the wheels of the brougham had had 
to tear their way through the undergrowth, crush- 
ing down whole bushes with their weight. 

At the angle of the wall I was again in dOubt, 
but as I stumbled on over the broken ground I 
fortunately tripped and fell heavily on my face, 
and, lying prone, saw something moving and sway- 
ing on the fuzzy line of the horizon until it shrank 
and vanished in the darkness. In my carelessness 
I had nearly run into the rear guard of the pro- 
cession. Where it had vanished I found a rough 
cart track leading northward, and this I followed, 
until by stooping down I could again see figures 
swaying before me against the sky. 

Moving at a slow foot's pace I must have 
walked for several hours. There was time to con- 
sider what I was going to do. It was easy to over- 
take the brougham and discover its destination, 
but even if Briand was inside, going to his death, 
what could I, single-handed, hope to do against 
thirty bent on obeying their sovereign's orders? 
No; I could only follow undetected and pray for 
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opportunity. The ground over which we passed 
was very uneven; sometimes we climbed hills so 
steep that the horses must have had great diffi- 
culty in hauling the heavy brougham up them; 
at other times we plunged down declivities so 
abrupt as to make it difficult to walk slowly. 
The trend of the ground was, on the whole, down- 
hill. A breeze had sprung up in our faces, bring- 
ing with it the salt, fresh smell of seaweed. The 
soil, too, was becoming sandy and bare; we were 
drawing near the sea. Low banks of sand now 
bordered the track, and on one of these I mounted, 
straining my eyes to pierce the darkness ahead. I 
could hear the squeaking of leather harness, but 
beyond there was another sound, the steady mut- 
ter of breakers on a shore. Scarcely a hundred 
yards farther I almost stumbled into a little 
group of men. The carriage had come to a sud- 
den standstill not fifteen yards away from me, 
and the men were grouped around helping its 
occupants to alight. Others, who I could now 
plainly see were encumbered with burdens, 
mounted the bank and moved forward, in 
obedience to the whispered orders of some per- 
son in authority. In a few moments I heard 
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the click of the door again, and the carriage was 
left alone. 

I could now make out our position more clear- 
ly. We were standing on a steep bank of sand 
clothed with coarse grass, sloping down till it 
merged in the sands of the seashore. On our right 
was heaped a mass of gigantic rocks, piled one 
on another in majestic chaos; on our left the 
shore-line of sand was unbroken; bounding all 
beyond was the sea. From where I stood I could 
watch the line of dark figures defiling beneath 
upon the lighter-coloured sand, myself unseen. 
Hemmed in by the sea, they could not now escape 
me; I could watch them at my leisure. Soon I 
saw their destination. It was low tide, and the 
receding waves had left unringed an island of 
chaotic rocks, like the pile that frowned on them 
from the shore. At some time in the world^s his- 
tory this isolated heap of granite boulders had 
been joined to the coast, but the eternal rollers 
of the Atlantic had fretted the bevel of the land 
till they had met behind it, and would in the wear 
of centuries dissolve it like the softer strata they 
had ingulfed already. 

At low tide a causeway of hard sand linked 
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tliis island to the shore, and it was toward this 
causeway that the procession was heading. The 
last man had already disappeared among the rocks 
before I ventured to slide down the bank and 
run across the intervening sands. A faint track, 
used no doubt by fishermen, led upward among 
the huge boulders, skirting some, climbing others, 
dipping beneath the granite slabs that could not 
be surmounted. I climbed at last a huge stoping 
monolith, whose highest point commanded the en- 
tire island, and saw the glimmer of the surf break- 
ing on the base of the seaward side. Above 
towered a single pyramid of pointed granite, too 
steep for foothold, and on its summit perched 
a gigantic figure. It seemed at first to be one 
of those rocks carved by ITature in a sportive 
mood to caricature her living works, for I had 
heard of many such rocks upon this coast from 
Pontrieux to Tregastel. But this figure was none 
of these. I could see it plainly against the gray 
background of the sky, a colossal sitting statue 
of a man, with his right arm uplifted above his 
head, grasping a rude cross in his fingers. With 
his back turned toward me, he sat for ever star- 
ing out over the Atlantic. At a less momentous 
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crisis I might have explored so strange a spot with 
keen delight, but now another quest called me; 
the men I sought were somewhere on the island, 
close to me, but invisible even from my lofty seat. 
Had they vanished into some cave known only to 
themselves, or were they only hidden by some 
intervening boulder? Having to climb higher 
still, I slipped off my boots; the coarseness of the 
loose granite was sufficient foothold for stockinged 
feet, and though it crumbled under my weight 
lacerating my feet, I felt no pain. Inch by inch 
I crawled upward, almost falling once as a tiny 
spike behind which I had dug my hand broke 
away, until at last I grasped a fold of the statue's 
drapery and hauled my body to the artificial plat- 
form where it sat. Kneeling thus at the skirts of 
the huge figure on a table scarce a dozen feet 
square, I seemed in the faint light to be poised 
at a giddy height above the sea, so sheer was the 
scarp of the pinnacle. And now, as I searched 
every corner of the island, I found them. On the 
seaward side a great flat boulder had split from 
the great pinnacle and fallen athwart two others 
so as to form a rude pentroof, facing a narrow 
oval of turf trimmed short by the rabbits, and 
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walled-by great rocks. In this tiny amphitheatre, 
grotesquely foreshortened by my altitude, were 
the men I sought, some grouped about the rocks 
at the further end, others busily untying the 
bundles they had carried with them and dispos- 
ing their contents about the grass. After a while 
they sat down, and for more than half an hour 
there was no movement on the rock. Meanwhile 
the breeze freshened, until it was blowing a gale 
about my ears. The tide had turned, and the 
breakers were thundering on the rocks, spurting 
showers of spray into the air. In a few minutes, I 
thought, looking behind me, the tide would cut us 
off from the shore by covering the causeway. 

And now the light grew in the east until I 
could see the scud of a wild September morning 
flying across the face of the dawn. A flock of 
curlew, that had been roosting on the rocks uncon- 
scious of us, whirled down the wind, shrieking 
to one another a wild welcome of the storm. A 
great, bank of cloud crept up the sky to seaward, 
and the dawn was breaking in tragic harmony 
with the drama that was soon to be enacted on 
the little stage beneath my feet. In the growing 
light I saw that the colossal statue to whose skirts 
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I clung was cast in cement, and that the cross 
grasped in its uplifted hand was made of some 
hard wood, much decayed by exposure to the 
weather. I came later to know its history. Some 
thirty years before, a pious cure had prevailed 
upon the richest farmer of the coast to provide 
him with the money to erect a religious emblem 
upon a spot marked out by Nature for so pious 
an act. With the childlike irreverence that is 
characteristic of the French cure, he had chosen 
the Creator as a fit subject for his 'prentice hand, 
and bit by bit he had cast this colossal figure by 
pouring wet concrete into wooden frames. There 
was a fitness in the site, for many of the rocks 
beneath bore evidences of a far older form of 
worship. Centuries before, the little amphithe- 
atre with its towering altar, protected from the 
shore by a ring of stormy water, had been chosen 
for the mysteries of a dead religion; but of all 
the ceremonies that this weatherworn rock had 
looked upon, surely this that I was about to see 
was the strangest. 

With the earliest rays of the coming dawn 
there was a movement among the men below. 
The group at the farther end left the rocks and 
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crowded round a bareheaded man, whom they 
led forward into the open. Under my feet men 
were busy arranging some rough erection, dark 
draperies fluttering in the wind, set like a fence 
about a low stool draped also in black. And 
against it a wood axe! Heavens! it was a block. 
Now I knew what was going to happen. If Briand 
were murdered in this lonely place, who was to in- 
quire into the manner of his end? Kow I might 
shout to them from where I was, and then leap 
down among them to his rescue. And what 
then? Thirty to one — thirty with a set purpose 
to one without a plan. Besides, how could I leap 
down from such a height and live? In the rushing 
of the blood my brain stopped suddenly; I was 
helpless. 

But the moments flowed away inexorable, 
heedless of the events they bore to poor mankind. 
The million trivial moments of our life flow no 
faster than those tjiat divide life from death; bear- 
ing in the same hands good for one and evil for an- 
other, they will not stay. I watched the men in a 
trance of helplessness as they stripped the neck- 
cloth from Briand's neck and the coat from his 
back and fell back from him, leaving only the two 
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that stood beside him armed, and one who held a 
book. I saw another, masked in black, step out to 
the block and take the axe from where it leaned, 
while the others stood aligned along the black bar- 
rier, some holding handkerchiefs as though they 
wept. I saw two others behind fashioning a rude 
litter of saplings, spreading a cloth over it to be a 
decent receptacle for the poor trunk when the 
tragedy was done; and another — old Anthony it 
was— who laboured alone among the rocks with a 
spade preparing a last resting place, and then I 
chanced to cast my eyes upward and saw the over- 
shadowing statue. Surely it was an inspiration, 
the plan that flashed into my brain. The masons 
had left unfilled the line of holes in the flat back 
that had served them as a ladder when they were 
carving the face of the monstrous image. Never 
had feet and hands served me better. In a mo- 
ment I was sitting astride the vast shoulders, with 
my flngers fast in the stony beard, and my head 
on a level with the ear. 

The men below were now mere moving figures 
on the revolving drum of a kinetoscope. Briand 
was at the block now. The wind, whistling aboiTt 
my ears, drowned all sounds from below, but I 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



A COURT INTRIGUE* gH 

knew from his attitude that lie was speaking. A 
man turned away and covered his eyes with his 
handkerchief. It was the last scene in the last 
act. Briand was kneeling down; the headsman 
stepped a pace to measure the length of his swing. 
K'ow or never I must stop the play before the cur- 
tain fell. With all the strength of my lungs I 
rent the wind in a piercing yell, a war-whoop 
more horrible than ever startled the prairies of 
the West. Thus far I had won; the faces were 
all upturned toward me; a few of the figures 
huddled inward for company; they were afraid; 
nor could they see anything of me but my head 
glued to the statue's ear, and perhaps my wrists 
against the locks of beard, so concealed was my 
body by the neck and the swelling of the chest. 

"Let the man go! " I shouted in the most 
imposing tones I could muster. Briand had risen 
and was himself looking up. The headsman had 
dropped the axe and was with the others at the 
barrier. 

"Take heed how you lay hands on Briand! 
He is mine. Release him! '' I was improving; 
my phrases were taking an almost scriptural ring, 
and Briand's pretensions to supernatural sanction 
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aided me. Half a dozen of the spectators had 
fallen on their knees; the rest were dropping 
one by one. I had been called upon to play many 
parts without rehearsal in this strange piece. I 
had been in turn trespasser, finance minister, 
privy councillor, traitor, and secret-service spy, 
and now, without intentional irreverence, I had 
been thrust into the part of the Creator himself, 
and I was stage-struck. Somehow I must induce 
these poor mortals to substitute obedience for 
adoration, and go home. 

" Leave this place! " I shouted again; " Hugo 
Briand is henceforth free ! " There was a waver- 
ing indecision for a moment; a few rose and 
knelt again; two that were nearest the rocks 
scrambled over them and made for the causeway. 
But Briand himself came to my aid. He strode 
slowly over to the front of the inclosure, stood 
over the kneeling forms, and, raising his right 
hand aloft, ^cried, '' Go ! You have just time to 
save your lives. Go ! " 

They wanted no more. There was a wild 
scurry for the path over the rocks, and an un- 
seemly struggle for the foremost places, and 
Briand was left alone in the arena. The pro- 
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cession was in full retreat across the sands, shorn 
of all the deliberation that constitutes dignity. 
It was a sauve qui peut^ modified by the build 
and age of each member. The younger men, 
soaked with salt water from their dash across the 
submerged causeway, were running for their 
lives; the more sedate, weighted with years and 
rotundity of person, were walking as fast as their 
saturated trousers and impaired wind permitted 
them. I waited until the last of them had dis- 
appeared behind the sandhills, and then the god 
climbed down from the car and returned to the 
turmoil of earth as an ordinary mortal. 

Briand stood for some minutes watching the 
surf, and then he began to sing. His psean, un- 
trammelled by words or key or melody, was liker 
to the howling of a wild beast than human song, 
but it pleased him, and he sang on to the roar of 
the breakers. The tide was rising, ^and in a few 
minutes the causeway could only have been 
crossed by a strong swimmer able to contend with 
the furious current that swept over it. I could 
not leave him there; I dared not discover myself, 
and run the risk of undoing the supernatural in- 
terposition; I was tempted to get rid of him by 
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anotlier voice from the Infinite. But, happily, 
he turned his eyes toward the shore and himseH 
realized his danger. With an upward glance at 
the great statue and a gesture of the hand that 
may have been a farewell salute, he climbed 
slowly over the rocks, plunged waist-deep in the 
water that covered the causeway, stood for a mo- 
ment on the shore regarding the island, and then 
scaled the sand-bank and set off homeward, with 
calm dignity in every movement of his gait. In 
their flight the executioners had left behind them 
their tools of oflice. The scenic effect of the execu- 
tion had been planned upon the best historical 
model, limited by the difficulty of finding proper- 
ties on so short a notice. The scaffold was a plat- 
form for private theatricals, a line of lath hurdles 
hung with black cloth; the block, a large cube 
of wood left by the builders; the axe, the tool 
used daily to supply the kitchen with firewood, 
but newly ground, and wrapped about the handle 
with black cloth. 

Embarked upon a course of divine interposi- 
tion, I could not logically leave these things where 
they could be found by any one sent for them from 
the chfiteau, or by some blundering coast guards- 
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man already suspecting the foreign tenants of smug- 
gling. Toilf ully, therefore, I carried them bit by 
bit over the rocks and swung them into the sea. 

When I stopped again on the cart track to 
dress myself after my long swim I was sorely 
tempted to walk to the nearest farm, hire a cart, 
and drive to the railway, leaving the inhabitants 
of the chfiteau to carve out their destinies in their 
own way. What cared I for Briand's future lot, 
now that I had saved his life? What concern of 
mine was the welfare of a king too weak to rein 
in his least reputable subject? But, argue as I 
would to my own reason, I knew that I should go 
back, drawn by an attraction that 'I liked to 
call chivalrous pity for the lonely girl who had so 
grievously upbraided me. when we parted a few 
hours before. I had an account to render to her, 
to clear myseK in her pure eyes. I had in honour 
to be near her lest Briand, regaining his influence 
over the king, should plot her overthrow at his 
leisure. Against all these men, what could one 
poor girl do without even a champion or adviser? 
My blood boiled at the thought, and I sprang 
from the rocks with my mind made up. I would 
go back and see it out. 
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Wet and travel-stained, I sought to reach the 
privacy of my room by scaling the north wall of 
the grounds and skulking in the shrubbery until 
I might dash unobserved across the open. It was 
unlikely that I should encounter anyone in the 
garden at this early hour, and I was picking my 
way through the bushes with less than my usual 
caution, when I heard the swish of laurel branches 
and the flutter of a petticoat not five yards away. 
Seeing me, the lady abandoned her first instinct 
of escape and turned to meet me. It was the Lady 
Hygeia, in no humour of triumph, poor thing, 
but tearful and dispirited, and courting solitude 
as the only balm for her wounded heart. I apolo- 
gized for intruding so rudely upon her privacy. 

" Had I known it was you," she said brighten- 
ing, " I should not have run away. You find out 
all my secrets. What else is there left to hide 
from you? " 
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''You are in trouble?" 

'' How clever of you to guess! Yes, it is very 
hard to bear. Do you really wish to hear about 
it? Well, you remember your wonderful guess 
yesterday, how you divined the name of the court 
physician? Though I waited all day, not a single 
patient came near me. In the evening I spoke 
to Monsieur Eossel about it, and he was very sorry 
indeed, and said, ' Count Briand will need a doctor 
very badly early to-morrow morning.' I scarcely 
slept at all last night, thinking how I would treat 
the lord president, and as soon as it was light I 
went to wait for him at his door. At last he came. 
He had been out very early, for he was coming 
in, wet through, too, and I ran to him, and said, 
' Count, I heard last night that you would want 
a doctor badly this morning. Here I am. Is 
your head heavy? You look a little swollen about 
the throat! ' Would you believe it,. he was quite 
short with me. But I knew it was his health, 
poor man ! and I didn't give up. I said, ' A pretty 
state you might have been in this morning, with 
the blood all congested in the vessels of your 
neck.' He scarcely let me iSnish, but pushed past 
me quite rudely and said something dreadful 
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under his breath. What can have made him so 
sensitive about his health? He used to talk so 
sensibly about therapeutics. And I shall lose my 
appointment — I know I shall I " 

I pitied the poor creature from my heart, 
left stranded by the rushing current of events 
in the shallows of her own little troubles. She 
was trying bravely to keep the comers of her 
mouth under control, and to pucker her eyes into 
a smile. " I am not feeling very well,'^ I said, 
to comfort her. 

" I knew it," she said triumphantly. "You 
have a little congestion. Now you must do ex-- 
actly what I say, or I won't answer for the conse- 
quences. I am going to clap a tiny linseed poul- 
tice on the back of your neck — linseed, mind, 
with just a leetle pinch of dry mustard sprinkled 
on it. Don't start — you won't feel it. Then I 
shall slip your left arm into a sling, to avoid mov- 
ing the blood vessels on that side, and put your 
head into a nice cool compress." 

It was a price to pay, but I did not grudge it. 
Thanking her effusively, I gave her to understand 
that unless she would consent to discharge a com- 
mission for me I would refuse to do anything to 
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arrest tte fell advance of my disorder. "You 
may be neglecting others for me," I suggested. 
"What of his Majesty?" 

" The king rose at seven, and received the 
officers of the household as usual before breakfast. 
M. Jomard had the honour of breakfasting with 
his Majesty," she said with the glib smoothness 
of a compiler of the court circular. 

" And the princess? " 

" Her Highness passed a very restless night. 
She has not yet left her room." 

" Then, if you can really cure me without 
robbing greater sufferers than me of your atten- 
tion, I will submit myself for the treatment; but 
on one condition: that you carry a note to the 
princess and deliver it with your own hands. It is 
most urgent." 

She looked surprised, but her delight at hav- 
ing at last found a vile body for her experiments 
absorbed all other emotions. She snatched the 
penciled scrawl, and set off for the chateau after 
exacting a promise that I would remain where I 
was. 

"Would the princess condescend to see me se- 
cretly in the shrubbery of her own chftteau? It 

/ 
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was a foolish impulse that made me scribble the 
note, but it was now too late to recall it. With 
a rapidity that aroused my suspicions of the poul- 
tice's freslmoss, Ilygeia returned, laden with the 
tools of her craft, a reeking handful of linseed 
dough, a wet towel, bandages, and a black silk 
handkerchief. I asked her eagerly for the prin- 
cess' answer, 

"Her Highness sent no message; she read 
the note and tore it up, but I have everything 
here. Xow I should like to get you to bed. ISTo? 
Then we must do the best we can here. Come 
with me." I followed her to a rustic seat in the 
thickest of the shrubbery, almost concealed by 
the rank grass that had obliterated the path. 
Here she forced me to sit down and submit my- 
self to her nimble fingers, babbling the while of 
theories revolutionary of the entire system of 
medicine. She stopped in the act of binding my 
left arm to my side, and whispered, " Some one 
is coming, but I implore you not to move." She 
gripped my shoulder hard to keep me on the seat, 
as a laugh of pure merriment rang out among the 
trees. I started to my feet with a wet towel over 
my right eye, a reeking poultice on the nape of 
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my neck, and a black silk sling confining my arm, 
the sorriest wreck of humanity that royal eyes 
had ever beheld off a battlefield. Tearing off 
my bandages to poor Hygeia's dismay, I began 
to realize that my ludicrous appearance was the 
happiest preface to my interview with the prin- 
cess. " What haa happened to you, Mr. Hatton? '^ 
she began, the laughter dying out of her eyes in 
most flattering alarm; '^ are you really hurt? " 

"Madame Moir is treating me for conges- 
tion," I replied with admirable gravity. 

"Ahl" she exclaimed, with the mirth of 
understanding in her eyes. " Madame, Mr. Hat- 
ton is already better. I will undertake that he 
removes none of his bandages." But Hygeia's 
submission to her liege lady failed before the 
passion of her life; she would not take the hint. 
" Madame," observed the princess with the slight- 
est accent of severity, " Mr. Hatton will attend me. 
You will find Madame Thelusson in my boudoir." 

I pitied Hygeia from my soul. " I feel better 
already," I whispered. " You told no one of my 
message to her Highness? " 

" No one except Madame Thelusson," she re- 
plied as she retired dispirited. 
15 
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As soon as she was beyond earshot the princess 
turned upon me struggling with my bandages. 
" Stop, sir! did you not hear me give my word 
to your physician? Not a thread shall be dis- 
turbed while I am with you. Now, what have 
you to say tome? " 

I pleaded hard for the poultice, for the skin of 
my neck already nipped by an ungrudging pinch 
of mustard filched from the comptroller's store- 
room, and prevailed upon my tormentress so far. 
She, poor girl, bore her sleepless night in the 
dark hollow of her eyes and a pathetic droop about 
the comers of her mouth. " You have passed a 
wretched night. You might have trusted me bet- 
ter to obey your commands. Briand is safe." 

" It was an awful night. I used every argu- 
ment I knew to make the king revoke the war- 
rant, but the more I pleaded for Briand the more 
determined he became. Then the procession left, 
and I almost gave up hope. How the slow hours 
tortured me until I saw them coming back by 
twos and threes, wet, draggled and crestfallen, 
sneaking off to their rooms without a parting 
word. Never did men look more like midnight 
criminals caught by the dawn. I intercepted 
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Monsieur Deboyne going to make his report to 
the king, and charged him with the murder. The 
man was trembling all over, but he stammered 
out that Briand was alive. . He really seemed to 
think that Briand had brought about his own 
deliverance by supernatural means." 

"And then?" 

" And then comes my lord president himself, 
swaggering in like an injured man, too magnani- 
mous to take vengeance on his persecutors, too 
much engrossed with his own righteousness to 
heed the trail of salt water distilling from his 
clothes. He was scarcely in his room when the 
news came that the king had sent for Monsieur 
Jomard; and just as Madame Moir gave me your 
note they came to tell me that Briand had been 
again arrested. What does it all mean? " 

I related my adventures at the execution. 
She listened without comment until I had ended, 
and then said simply, " Have you forgiven 
me? " 

" What had I to forgive? " 

" My foolish speech of yesterday. I felt that 
Briand^s death would lie at my door, and the 
thought maddened me. In seeming to blame you 
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I was heaping mountains of reproaches on my 
own head. Forgive me, if only because I was so 
cruelly punished all last night. What shreds of 
hope were left to ease my torture, you gave me 
when you said you would do your best to save 
Briand." 

" Before you say another word, hear why I 
have come back. It was not to meddle any more 
in the king^s affairs. Heaven knows that the 
fruits of my interference have not been so sweet 
as to tempt me again. I might have gone straight 
to the nearest railway station without again set- 
ting eyes on the chateau, but I dared not go. I 
should have been haunted all my days by the pic- 
ture of an English girl left friendless to face 
many strange adventures, with none but enemies 
or fools to lean upon, deserted by the only friend 
whose hope it is to serve her. There was another 
reason that made leaving her at once a duty and 
an impossibility." 

She had turned her head away and was look- 
ing at the grass, but I saw her hand was trembling. 
^^ What have I to fear? " she said faintly. 

" What? Everything. Who knows when the 
king may return to Ethuria? What is passing 
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there? There are a dozen dethroned sovereigns 
in Europe, each of whom believed for years that 
they were about to be restored. Some hope 
faintly still; some have abandoned hope. And 
if you remain here with Briand and all his crew 
of traitors, what may be your fate? I know more 
of this than you can ever know. I know that 
you and I must become allies with a common 
plan of action. At all hazards, I must win the 
king's confidence, refashion the household routine 
of the court, deprive Briand once for all of his 
power to harm, and as to Madame Thelusson '^ 

" Ah! Madame Thelusson 1 Yes, the woman 
had the effrontery to resume her duties about me 
this morning, as if nothing had happened. I 
told her to leave me, and she was almost insolent. 
But I have written to the king this morning that 
she must at once be removed from her place about 
my person. It was hard enough to endure her 
company before she was a confessed traitor; now 
it is intolerable. It is wrong to drag you into all 
these intrigues; why not withdraw while there 
is yet time?" 

"I would if I could." 

" Well, then, if you are quite sure — and you 
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do not want to leave — ^my father — I mean if you 
are quite determined to stay — we — my father, I 
mean — will owe you a very great debt. Without 
you I do not know what we should have done; 
with your help all may yet go well. Our plan 
is the simplest: Briand is again in prison; Jomard 
is president of the council. You must find Jo- 
mard, and make Briand's life secure. Get a par- 
don from the king — or a new trial — anything. 
Then you must get the king to take your advice 
— I will help you in this — and reorganize the 
household; and as soon as it is safe' to leave us 
you must find out in Ethuria itself how the king's 
cause really stands. If it is desperate, he must 
abandon all hope of returning, and settle down 
quietly with me in England." 

Her hand was there to take, and I kissed it in 
token that I loyally accepted the commands laid 
upon me. She did not draw it from me, and 
so a closer bond than the tie of mistress and 
servant was sealed between us. But before I 
let it fall a harsh voice startled me from my 
dream. Madame Thelusson had come upon 
us unperceived, with a certain wicked triumph 
in her malignant eyes. "I thought Madame 
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Moir was with you, Madame," she said with in- 
solent intention. 

The princess lost no whit of her self-posses- 
sion: " I allowed her to leave me; I do not re- 
quire either of my ladies just now." 

" His Majesty may think that you do require 
them." 

" Madame," cried the princess, flushing with 
anger, " you have not yet been told that you are 
no longer in waiting. I beg you will leave me." 
It was my opportunity to leave the princess un- 
embarrassed by my presence, and I took leave of 
her. 

Wet as I was, there were neither the time nor 
the means of changing my sodden clothes. Cast- 
ing my slough of bandages in the bushes, I made 
for my room and repaired the ravages of the night 
as effectually as a borrowed clothesbrush could 
allow. The corridors and hall of the chateau were 
strangely deserted, and I encountered no one until 
I reached Eossel's room. " So Briand was re- 
spited ! " he began after our greeting. " I knew 
they hadn't the pluck to do the job properly. It 
is another mouth to feed, as they will find to their 
cost in a day or two. All this fuss about cutting 
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off a head! Why, with a little contrivance of 
mine, as effective as the guillotine and twenty 
times as portable " 

" Who is lord president? '' 

" Jomard, I am told. He will take the oath 
at the meeting called for eleven. Unless they 
discuss poultry, I do not quite see the point of 
making Jomard president, except that he may 
shuffle the household and deal it out again. Now, 
you are a sensible man, with correct views of 
economy: I wish they'd make you cook." 

" If they did, I would first make a point of 
poisoning the coffee of the man who proposed me 
for the office. It is no time for flippancy, I must 
see Jomard at once." 

I prevailed at last upon the touchy little in- 
ventor to find Jomard and bring him to me in the 
designing room. 

The weight of office did not outwardly seem 
to press heavily upon the new president. His 
cheeks showed no abatement in their deceptive 
glow of health; his manner no less of the courte- 
ous reserve habitual to it. He waited blandly for 
me to open the conversation. 

" You are lord president of the council? '' 
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He assented with encouraging urbanity. 

" And you have placed Count Briand under 
arrest again. As his accuser, I appeal to you to 
obtain a pardon for him." 

He took time to consider his answer. 

" I have given the question the most careful 
consideration, Mr. Hatton," he said at last over 
his joined finger-tips, " and I have decided to 
advise his Majesty to pardon him — if I live, that 
is. But we must proceed with caution; we must 
not ignore proper legal form. Briand was sen- 
tenced to death by a properly constituted court, 
on the clearest evidence. To pardon him would 
be to put a sliglit upon the court that would be 
subversive of public confidence in its highest tri- 
bunal. But if the same court — the highest in the 
state, remember — could be induced to reconsider 
its finding — if, in short, his Majesty were to 
direct a new trial, there would be nothing incon- 
sistent in Briand being set at liberty." 

" The council will try him again and find 
him innocent? " I asked in amazement. " Is that 
consistent? " 

^^ Of course not, if he were tried on the same 
count. The indictment makes all the difference. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



230 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

He will be indicted for disaffection, not for high 
treason, and he will have an advocate." 

"Who? Ventenat?" 

" No, Ventenat and some others declined, on 
the ground that it might seem to compromise their 
loyalty. It has been all arranged. Arden will 
appear before the council at eleven o'clock, and 
will demand the production of Briand under what 
is called in England a writ of habeas corpus. An 
indictment will then be preferred .against the 
prisoner." 

" And you want me to repudiate my former 
evidence?" 

" Not at all. Tour name will be called, but 
you will not be there. Arden will claim an ac- 
quittal on the ground of want of prosecution, and 
I shall report the acquittal to the king. Arden 
will do it very well, I am sure, though he is cer- 
tainly a little nervous." 

" And when Briand is acquitted will he re- 
main at court?" 

" That has all been carefully thought out. I 
thought of banishment at first, but his Majesty is 
not with me, and I have therefore resolved upon 
an entire rearrangement of the household. 
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Briand will take the poultry — a really delightful 
pursuit, though you may not believe it; Deboyne 
will be comptroller — I chance to know that Kos- 
sel made a great bungle of it; Ventenat, physi- 
cian in ordinary; Arden, secretary to the council. 
Next week most of the servants will be changed, 
with some regard to their fitness for the work of 
their departments." 

" And the ladies? '' 

" Ah, tljat was an extremely delicate matter. 
The princess positively refuses to have Madame 
Thelusson about her person. She could not be 
put to menial duties, but I have created a post for 
her. She is now in charge of the entire female 
staff of the household. ^Keeper of the Linen 
Closet ' is her title — a sinecure, with the sole duty 
of living exclusively on the upper floor. I have 
not yet invited her views on the change." He 
looked at his watch. " I must leave you now; 
the hour for the council meeting approaches. If 
I live until this evening I hope to have a long con- 
fidential chat with you about the situation." 

" Are you not feeling well? " 

" I am dying; the work is killing me, but it 
is of no consequence. It is wise and proper to 
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get the last ounce of work out of a dying man, 
and he does not grudge giving it in the least. All 
the internal organs of my body are in such ad- 
vanced decay that I am practically nothing but 
a hollow shell. But no matter. Ah, I forgot to 
say that you would do wisely in asking his Maj- 
esty to receive you at once." 

In the hall I encountered poor Hygeia. I felt 
that some explanation was due to her for the loss 
of my bandages, and whispered that»I had tem- 
porarily discarded them for fear that wearing 
them in the house might betray her secret. 

She positively winked at me. 
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During the next two days the sound dispensa- 
tion of the new lord president had dissipated the 
clouds on the domestic horizon of this belated 
court. I had seen the king constantly, and though 
we had scarcely referred to a subject so painful 
to him as Briand's defection, we had discussed 
his future policy with perfect intimacy. He con- 
fessed that his news from the capital had been 
too meagre to warrant any settled plan, and it 
was virtually decided that I should leave next 
week for Ethuria, under Deboyne's guidance, to 
form my own opinion on the situation. He an- 
swered all my questions with perfect candour, and 
I learned many details of the state of his country 
and the constitution of society there that made the 
revolution seem the more remarkable. On one 
important question motives of delicacy had kept 
me silent. To question him about finance seemed 
as indelicate as to ask an acquaintance his private 
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income. In any project he discussed he seemed 
always to assume that funds would be forth- 
coming, and there was no necessity for discussing 
expenditure until our plans had taken shape. His 
gentle courtesy, his wide knowledge of men and 
affairs, his vivid reminiscences of people since 
become celebrities in Europe, made him the most 
charming companion I had ever known. His 
growing personal regard for me flattered my de- 
sire to stand well with the princess, who had laid 
upon me the duty of winning his confidence. 
My relations with her^ too, had ripened rapidly. 
To her, I think I was only a friend on whom it 
had become natural to lavish confidences. She 
denies it now, but I believe I was no more. To 
me she was far more. I knew now that what I 
had mistaken for mere natural chivalry had its 
springs set far deeper. Her frank girlishness, the 
strange freedom of our intercourse, had led me 
on until I had forgotten the gulf of station set be- 
tween us, and remembered it too late, when my 
peace was gone. There was that most alluring 
mystery about her, that in her frank simplicity 
she strove always to show me her innermost self 
and could not; that because she scorned conven- 
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tional reserve she was the more reserved; that be- 
cause she disclosed so much, and yet not all, there 
was more that tempted to discovery than in any 
other. I loved her, and, knowing how the social 
convention that we both despised would ever stand 
with drawn sword between us, I yet lacked the 
manliness to leave her. But it injured no one 
but myself, since in my cowardice I kept at least 
the courage to hold my tongue. The present 
sufficed for me; of the future I never dared to 
think. 

At the dinner on the second night of Jomard's 
tenure of office the company mustered in their 
original numbers. Neither Briand nor Madame 
Thelusson appeared; the ex-president mooned 
away his days in the poultry yard and his nights 
in a room over the stables, where he was reported 
to be talking much aloud to himself; the. lady 
had never left the upper floor. If the fare was 
depressingly reduced under Deboyne's fostering 
economy, the faces of the guests were more un- 
clouded and the conversation more general. 
Though a cover had been laid as usual for the 
king, he was not expected to attend the dinner, 
and there were exclamations of pleasure and sur- 
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prise when the tapping of the chamberlain's staff 
warned us of his arrival. Leaning affectionately 
on his daughter's arm, he stopped to speak to sev- 
eral as he passed, caressing them with the irre- 
sistible smile that flattered each in turn with the 
belief that he was the one person whose conversa- 
tion was the most desired. To me he was even 
more gracious, for he called me to the seat by 
his side and talked delightfully in the highest 
spirits. 

" I feel indignant with our troubles," he said 
laughingly, " for having kept me from the society 
I love best — the society of my household. We 
will change all this: our horizon is so far clear 
that we may safely leave the immediate future 
to take care of itself. You joined us at an un- 
fortunate moment, and I fear that you will carry 
back to England unpleasant memories of your 
visit to us. In England you see so many pre- 
tenders that you have a national scepticism about 
them; you therefore have a double claim upon 
me in virtue of your nationality. When the time 
comes you shall not find me ungrateful." 

I murmured my thanks. 

" I have decided to send you to Ethuria im- . 
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mediately. If I can not give you our nation- 
ality, I can at least bestow something never yet 
worn by any but an Ethurian. This evening 
I am going to confer upon you a very honour- 
able and ancient order — the Silver Falcon of 
Ethuria." 

The news travelled down the table, and I was 
the object of congratulations, spoken and sig- 
nalled. It was a high honour, for Briand and the 
military chamberlain were the only two men about 
the court who wore the yellow ribbon across their 
breasts. 

" You will come to me at nine o'clock for your 
instructions," said the king, rising near the end of 
dinner. " I am in such good spirits to-night that 
I think there must be good news at hand. It may 
reach us before we meet at nine." 

When he was gone I could not avert the feeling 
of uneasiness that came over me at the announce- 
ment that I was so soon to start on this vague 
secret service. Even if I were fortunate enough 
to steer clear of mischief, I might be delayed for 
some weeks, and the limits of my holiday were 
beginning to loom behind. Yet there was no 
escape. I suppose that my face had caught the 



16 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



238 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

disquiet of my mind, for, during the pause for 
dessert, the princess leaned across the vacant chair 
between us and rallied me upon my sudden 
gloom. " What is the new thunderbolt to be? " 
She was alluding to my adventure in the island. 

" You speak as if I still sat in Olympus and 
dropped bolts among poor mortals out of mis- 
chief! You forget that the piece has been with- 
drawn." 

"Not at all," she retorted laughing; "it is 
another act, and you are dressing for a new sur- 
prise behind the scenes; that is the only differ- 
ence. I feel sure that we are on the eve of a fresh 
alarm. Nay, I begin to doubt whether you will 
ever let us meet again at this table. Why, look! 
You have begun already: one of the servants is 
whispering the dire tidings to the butler at this 
moment." 

I followed her eyes. It certainly seemed that 
something unusual had occurred. The youngest 
and most inexpert of the footmen had beckoned 
the butler to the door from which jutted the dis- 
hevelled head of one of the cook's assistants, too 
much pressed by urgency to consider the incon- 
gruity of his intrusion. The butler solemnly 
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ploughed his way toward him, and they conspired 
in whispers. All our eyes studied the butler's 
tallowy features, the barometer, for the moment, 
of some impending domestic storm; in the blast 
of the scullion's tale they sank from Set Vacuous 
to Change, from Change to Consternation. Then 
he shuffled vaguely up the table with a claret jug 
dangling at arm's length, looking helplessly at 
each of us in turn till his eye lighted on Deboyne, 
and he hastened to whisper in his ear. We cast 
aside the butler's face for Deboyne's, a more sensi- 
tive instrument, and saw it fall. He whispered 
a startled order, and the butler shuffled out of the 
room. 

" What has happened? " cried everybody in 
dismay. 

Deboyne made no answer, knowing better than 
to squander his fortune as the sole repository of a 
secret. He rose with dignity and imparted the in- 
formation to the princess, who looked puzzled and 
turned to me. 

"Is this one of your surprises, Mr. Hatton? 
If it is, you must really take me into your confi- 
dence. I don't like mysteries. Some one is ring- 
ing the front door bell.'^ 
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"Is there anything disquieting in that?" I 
asked. " He probably wants some one to open 
the door.'' 

" It is very strange," she said — " at this hour! 
That bell has never b^en rung since we have been 
here. Some one must go and see." 

Meanwhile the news had travelled down the 
table, and there was a gasp of relief and expecta- 
tion when the butler returned, perspiring with 
emotion, to communicate a fresh secret to the 
comptroller. This was too much. The men sit- 
ting nearest rose and bayed about them for news 
like starving hounds. 

" Tell the man to speak out," said the prin- 
cess imperiously. " I hate these mysteries." 

But Deboyne had risen, a picture of helpless 
bewilderment, and, forcing his way out of the 
throng of greedy listeners, he came to us and said: 
" Madam, I implore you to go with your ladies 
to the drawing room. There is no cause for alarm, 
but something has happened that demands much 
anxious thought; it is a matter entirely for his 
Majesty's council. M. Jomard is going at once 
to his Majesty." 

" Ah, well," said the princess, " as you please. 
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The king will tell me all I want to know," and 
she motioned to her ladies. I sprang to open the 
door, and she said, as she passed out: " Come to 
me here as soon as you have seen the king. I 
must know what has happened." 
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Akde:^, Jomard, and Deboyne had left the 
room to carry their tidings to the king. The 
other men whispered together in little groups, 
discussing a theory that a courier, bearing ad- 
verse news from Ethuria, had caused the in- 
terruption. There was a curious air of unrest 
about them, as if the secret foundation of their 
confidence had been rudely shaken. I looked 
at my watch and saw that it was nearly nine 
o'clock, the hour the king had appointed for 
receiving me, and, gently disengaging myself 
from Ventenat's conversation, I slipped out into 
the gallery. Here I met Arden hurrying to the 
dining room with the importance of a bearer of 
tidings. 

"Ah," he said, "I was coming for you; it 
is most unusual. In the face of this new difiiculty 
his Majesty will not consent to summon his coun- 
cil until he has seen you." 
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" But what is the difficulty, and why is there 
so much mystery about it? " 

" Frankly, I do not understand it. I believe 
that it is the old story — money ! money ! money ! 
Only this time it has come in a new form. I may 
tell you confidentially that his Majesty is terribly 
distressed." 

" But who was at the front door? " 

" Go and see for yourself," he said. " I have 
a message to the gentlemen in the dining room 
and must not stay." 

Through the closed door of the hall I saw the 
glare of a lantern and the glint of metal buttons 
on the perron. A French official in uniform of 
the usual type was leaning against the railing. 
He returned my salutation with some coldness, 
as if he had had much to bear from the othqrs 
who had already questioned him, and it was with 
evident reluctance that he consented to repeat 
for the third or fourth time the nature of his busi- 
ness. He had come to collect the rates. He 
thanked me for inviting him to enter the house, 
but until the rates were paid he should remain 
where he was. As soon as he received them, he 
would go home. 
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" And the amount? " 

" The amount, monsieur, is considerable — one 
hundred and seventeen francs, seventy-five cen- 
times." 

*^ You have never been here before to collect 
them?'' 

^^Dame ouL In the Englishman's time, three 
months ago, I came, and they were paid." 

" The Englishman? Was there an English- 
man here?" 

" Certainly: and is still, for all I know. He 
was here alone for many months before these 
gentlemen came. Perhaps monsieur will settle the 
account? Xo?" 

" I am only a guest here, but I will pay on my 
host's behalf. Make me out a receipt, if you 
please." I watched the lantern swinging up the 
drive till its bearer climbed into a cart and drove 
away. 

There was no one in the anteroom, and I ven- 
tured to knock at the king's door, and even to turn 
the handle softly when I received no answer. 

It was the first time that I had been admitted 
to the private apartments, for no one but his 
chamberlains, so far as I knew, had been allowed 
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to enter them since my arrival at the chateau. 
The room was furnished like the library in an 
English country house. Bookshelves, partly filled 
with books in modern bindings, lined the walls. 
Two revolving bookcases stood in the corners, and 
at the great kneehole writing table sat the king 
himself, with his white head bowed between his 
hands, in an attitude of deep dejection. My feet 
made no sound on the thick carpet, and he was 
so much preoccupied that he did not notice my 
entrance until I coughed loudly. Then he started 
up, and looked at me vacantly as if he scarcely 
recognised me. 

" Your Majesty promised me an audience at 
nine o'clock," I said gently. 

" Ah, Mr. Hatton, I remember. It seems so 
long ago, and now I doubt whether there is any 
object in our meeting." His voice was so faint, 
and his expression so spiritless and desponding, 
that I was justified in forcing my company upon 
him. He was muttering to himself. 

" May I ask," I began, " what has occurred 
to disturb your Majesty? " 

" The whole fabric that I have so painfully 
reared, that Briand so nearly succeeded in wreck- 
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iug, has crumbled down; all my schemes for the 
future of my unhappy people, all my hopes of re- 
storing my family to its ancient position, have 
crumbled into dust. There is nothing left from 
the wreck — nothing; it is all gone together." 

" But what? What can have happened since 
dinner time to alter your Majesty's views? " 

" I can not explain it to you, Mr. Hatton," he 
said wearily; " you would not understand. It is 
the old enemy of kingdoms and governments — 
financial entanglements, the squalid parasite that 
has always sucked the life-blood of the noble aspi- 
rations and lofty designs since the dawn of civiliza- 
tion. By careful nursing, life may be kept in 
them for a space; but to what end, when the 
canker lies so deep and the vigour is sapped? By 
retaining Turgot, Louis XVI might have dammed 
back the Kevolution for a few years; his throne 
would have been none the less surely undermined 
to its destruction. With us it is too Jate to stop 
the flood. The evil is irremediable; it only re- 
mains to meet our fate like men." 

" But what misfortune has befallen us, sire? '' 
I asked in amazement. " At dinner time your 
Majesty looked very cheerfully on the future." 
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" Nothing has prospered with me lately," he 
said inconsequently. " The blow was long in 
falling. I thought little of it, hoping against 
hope that it might still be averted. * I thought 
that you would help me to avert it, but since din- 
ner time I have learned the whole truth." 

" Has it anything to do with the French offi- 
cial I met on the doorstep? " I exclaimed, though 
it seemed impossible that such a trifle could dis- 
turb him. " I am able to reassure your Majesty 
on that point. Here is his receipt for the amount 
of his claim. I paid it as I passed through the 
hall." 

He looked at it blankly with unseeing eyes. 
" A mere trifle," he said mechanically — " a mere 
trifle. They will give you a draft upon my treas- 
ury." He rose from his chair- and began to pace 
up and down the room, talking more to himself 
than to me. 

^^Ah, it is a hard, unsympathetic world. I 
would have done so much for it if only fate had 
not snatched away my sceptre when it was within 
my grasp. I had only to stretch out my hand 
and take it, and the world stepped in with its cold, 
cynical smile, and cried, ' Let go! I am Reality. 
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Pay! Pay! Pay! ' I told the prince what he 
might have done. It would have saved him, 
saved us all; but he was weak; my teaching was 
all lost upon him. Had I stood in his place they 
would have been cheering round my palace in- 
stead of howling for our blood. What folly is the 
scheme of Fate that birth should go by chance — a 
fool be born too weak to guard his heritage, and 
a wise man have no heritage to guard." 

I was thoroughly frightened. The king was 
wandering, and I could see by the shortness of 
his breathing and the unwonted blood in his 
cheeks that he was in.a high fever. 

" Who dares to say that I am not a king? He 
lies! If I have no throne, no sceptre, no crown, 
I have loyal servants who trust me, and in time 
I would have had a throne and a people to rule. 
I should have been their father and their king. 
Hark! What was that? A bell rang " 

I ran to the door to call for help; my move- 
ment recalled him to himself. " What are you 
doing, Mr. Hatton? Sit down; I have an urgent 
commission to lay upon you." He went to the 
table, unlocked a drawer, and took from it a sanall 
despatch-box, which he laid in my hands. " I 
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forget what I was saying. This strange event 
has upset me, I confess. Ah, the box! There 
are troublous times before us,'^ he said; " and this 
box, found beneath the flooring of the traitor 
Briand's observatory, contains the secret of the 
most gigantic conspiracy of modern times. I have 
not yet opened it, fearing lest it may snatch away 
the last friends left to me. TJse it with discretion, 
it may incriminate the most honoured names 
about the court. I give you free license to do 
with it as you think best." 

I took the box, and entreated him to take 
some rest. 

" I shall rest well when all is finished, but I 
have a heavier charge to lay upon you than this. 
You know my daughter Sunia well. She has no 
guardian but me, and it will ease my mind if I 
know she has a friend on w^hom she may depend. 
Will you promise me to guard her, if ever she 
comes to need help and protection? " 

" No such promise is necessary, sire. She will 
never want my help, but her well-being will al- 
ways be my first thought." I set down his ex- 
aggerated earnestness to his fever, and, seeing the 
relief in his face, I could not forbear adding: " I 
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would, sire, that she were of my own station; I 
might have dared to say more."^ 

lie was not hstening; his great eyes, burning 
with fever, were fixed upon the lamp in the effort 
to recollect something that had escaped him. 

" There were other things," he murmured 
painfully. "You should have been told more; 
but what does it matter now? " 

Again I pressed him to take rest, and to let 
me send for his physician. 

" Eest shall be my only doctor," he said with 
a sad smile. " I do need it, even more than you 
think. Good-night, then, and leave me to rest." 

" To-morrow, when your Majesty is rested, be- 
lieve me, all these gloomy forebodings will have 
vanished. May I come at sunrise to assure your 
Majesty that your prospects are as hopeful as 
ever?" 

" You may come at sunrise," he said. I 
bowed over his hand, and said that I would sum- 
mon his chamberlain. 

"My chamberlain? Certainly not; he never 
attends me at night. I can summon them with 
this bell if I want them." 

As I went slowly to my room with my box I 
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felt extremely uneasy, and meeting Jomard in 
the hall, implored him to order the principal 
chamberlain not to leave the king until the morn- 
ing. " The king is very ill," I said, " and in spite 
of his personal preferences, he ought not to sleep 
alone to-night." 

Jomard was, for him, much disturbed. ^' We 
dare not act against his wishes; still, I will pre- 
vail upon General Valdine to remain near him. 
What of the man? " 

"Whatman?" 

" The man on the steps," he said, with anxious 
eyes; " the man in the uniform." 

" Oh I the rate collector. I paid him, and he 
went away." 

"Thank Godl" he ejaculated, leaving me 
abruptly and disappearing into Kossel's room. 

Expecting to find the princess waiting for me 
in the drawing room, I was disconcerted at find- 
ing a footman extinguishing the lamps. " Where 
are the ladies? " I demanded. 

" Her Eoyal Highness retired early, sir. A 
command was brought from his Majesty, I believe, 
sir, and both the ladies and the gentlemen at once 
retired. We are now putting out all the lights/' 
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"What could I do? The king might certainly 
require medical attention, but I knew the meas- 
ure of the court physician's skill, and there was 
no qualified doctor nearer than Treguier. He 
would resent my interference. I felt it were 
better to leave him in the affectionate care of hia 
own attendants until the morning, never dream- 
ing what was to bef alL 
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I HAD now in my hands a possible clue to the 
mystery. In intrusting the box to me the king 
bade me use my discretion; and while there was 
certainly no reason for reposing such a trust in 
me, I was under an obligation to employ my 
stewardship to bis advantage. This I could only 
do after examining its contents. 

In the act of prizing up the lid I reflected that 
my taste to read what did not concern me would 
seem indecent if the king questioned me in the 
morning. When restored to his usual health and 
spirits I might fairly examine the papers, in view 
of my approaching journey to Ethuria. I un- 
dressed, therefore, and almost immediately fell 
asleep. 

I can not tell what woke me, or how long I 
slept. I had a vague feeling of having been 
startled into full wakefulness by some sudden 
noise; but though I held my breath, for half a 

17 253 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



254 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

minute no sound reached me but the ordinary 
faint noises of an inhabited house — the far-off 
creaking of furniture recovering from the pres- 
sure of the day, the squeak of a mouse, the faint 
metallic ring of a bedstead as a sleeper changed 
his position. But, despite the silence, I could 
not shake off the feeling of uneasiness; every 
device of counting imaginary flocks seemed only 
to aggravate my wakefulness. I lighted my can- 
dle at last, and my eyes chanced upon the des- 
patch box. It now seemed so fit that I should fill 
the vacant hours by examining it that I did not 
stop to weigh my scruples against my inclination. 
The lid jdelded to my knife, and revealed a box 
filled with papers. The uppermost were old files 
of the London Daily Telegraph and Morning 
Post, dated in April; next a bundle of letters; 
then a file of French tradesman's bills, and quite 
at the bottom a diary. 

I examined the letters first, as being the most 
likely to explain the other documents. The first 
proved to be a lithographed circular, headed 
" Confidential," and embossed " Chateau Asneres, 
Cotes du Xord," a space being left for the date. 
It ran as follows : 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



A COURT INTRIGUE. 255 

"Deae Sir (or Madam): In reply to your 
letter asking particulars of my advertisement in 
the Daily Telegraph, I beg to say that I am pre- 
pared to accept full and entire charge of any pa- 
tient you may elect to place under my care. I 
have made arrangements to visit London four 
times a month, and am prepared to call at any 
address in order to personally conduct the patients 
to France; but to suit the convenience of those 
who prefer to bring the patient to this establish- 
ment, a carriage will meet the train on its arrival 
at Guingamp. 

" This Chateau is admirably fitted for the 
treatment of patients of every class. For those 
only slightly indisposed there are outdoor and in- 
door games; excellent sea fishing in the neigh- 
bourhood; well-furnished stables, and all the con- 
veniences of an English country house. I am, 
however, prepared to receive troublesome cases, 
for whom an admirably fitted series of separate 
padded rooms are prepared in the basement of the 
chateau. Such cases have no communication 
whatever with the other inmates of the establish- 
ment. 

" The climate is the most salubrious and brac- 
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ing in France, for the chateau is situated upon the 
Downs of Brittany, with a sandy soil and admira- 
ble drainage; while its proximity to the sea 
affords all the advantages of the bracing air of the 
English Channel. 

" It should be pointed out that there are ad- 
vantages in consigning patients to this establish- 
ment not obtainable in any similar establishment 
in England. Cases are continually occurring 
where the relatives of patients shrink from con- 
signing them to a public or private asylum, on ac- 
count both of the publicity entailed and of the 
shock to patients of a sensitive character. In this 
establishment they are to all intents guests at a 
country house, and the greatest care is taken to 
conceal from them that they are under any re- 
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straint. Where ladies and gentlemen possessed of | 
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large means become unfit to manage their affairs, 
and squander the fortunes in which their relations ' 
have a reversionary interest, the disease is some- | 
times of so subtle a nature that a certificate can 
not be obtained in England, and the relatives are 
helpless to restrain the patient from compromising 
his own interests beyond hope. By consigning 
such patients to this establishment all troublesome 
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and expensive forms, all disagreeable publicity, 
are avoided. 

" AVhile the patients enjoy a luxury fully 
equal to that they are accustomed to in their own 
homes, and no effort is spared to make their stay 
pleasant and happy, the most admirable and per- 
fect arrangements have been made to guard 
against their escape. Being situated in France, 
among a peasantry who speak neither the French 
nor the English language, the chateau is not sub- 
ject to the control of lunacy commissioners, or 
indeed visits from any government or medical 
officer, and the patients have therefore no oppor- 
tunity of communicating with any person but the 
inmates of the establishment. I, as resident medi- 
cal superintendent, am assisted by a large staff of 
experienced nurses and servants, and the relatives 
of patients may rest assured that, so long as the 
annual maintenance is punctually paid, they will 
not be troubled with any communication either 
from myself or the patient/ unless they desire it. 

" Owing to these peculiar conditions, it has 
been found necessary to require the payment of 
the first two years' maintenance in advance. A 
remittance for a thousand pounds must therefore 
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be paid to me before or at the patient's reception 
into the establishment. Subsequent payments can 
be made the matter of arrangement. 

" Before coming to any decision, I would in- 
vite you to inspect the establishment. 
" I am yours faithfully, 
" H. Stevens, Medical Superintendent'*^ 

The other letters in the bundle were answers 
to this document. I counted more than fifty of 
them, and as I read, it flashed upon me that each 
contained a description of one of the persons with 
whom I had passed these last adventurous days. 
A few of the writers assumed that Dr. Stevens 
made a covert felonious offer to incarcerate sane 
people whose liberty withstood the enjoyment of 
their fortunes by their heirs. One writer went so 
far as to hint that he knew Dr. Stevens to be a 
scoundrel, and would expose him if he did not 
carry his rascality far enough. He said: "I 
count fully upon your diligence in this respect, 
because you must be aware that if my cousin were 
to escape from your custody the result would not 
be so unpleasant for me as it would be for your- 
self." But the majority seemed to accept his 
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terms from motives of humanity to their afflicted 
friends. " I should not," another wrote, " think 
of sending my dear brother so far from home, if I 
did not feel sure that he would pine in a common 
lunatic asylum in England. I am the happier in 
consigning him to your care in that I can rely 
upon you never to let him realize that your estab- 
lishment is an asylum for the insane." The signa- 
ture, " Philip Arden," left little doubt in my 
mind which of my new friends this referred to. 
Then I came upon the most interesting letter 
of all. It entered with much greater detail 
into the past life of the patient to whom it re- 
ferred, and the writing was that of a lady ad- 
vanced in years: 

" The case of my poor brother is most peculiar. 
He spent many years at the court of the King of 
Servia as tutor to the young king. While direct- 
ing the prince's education he was mixed in politi- 
cal intrigues, and at one time his life was actually 
in danger from the Republican party, who re- 
sented his influence over the king. About four 
years ago we began to notice a change in his corre- 
spondence. His political anxieties seemed to be 
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affecting his luind, and during bis last visit to 
England his mental hallucinations were so marked 
as to be very painful. About twenty years ago 
he married a Russian lady to whom he was devot- 
edly attached, but she died in giving birth to his 
daughter, and he never recovered the shock. The 
child was sent home, and educated in Cornwall 
by his cousins. 

" Though he had long severed his active con- 
nection with the court, he continued to live in 
Servia, visiting England at long intervals. A 
short time ago he succeeded to a considerable for- 
tune, left him by a cousin in trust for his daughter 
when she came of age, and on his arrival in Eng- 
land we were shocked to find that his mind had 
quite given way. He believed himself to be 
the exiled king of some Eastern state, and he pro- 
posed to devote the whole of this fortune to buying 
arms in Birmingham for the recovery of the king- 
dom he thought he had lost. On all other points 
he was as sane and intelligent as ever, so long as 
he is humoured in his delusion; but any attehipt 
to thwart him or deny him the rank he felaims 
throws him into such a state of nervous excitement 
that we dread some rash or violent outburst. To 
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confine him to an English asylum would, I feel 
sure, result in a tragedy. At the same time, he 
must be put under restraint or he will make 
away with tile whole of his poor daughter's for- 
tune. He is a man of most striking presence and 
intellectual power. Accordingly, after the most 
anxious thought, we have decided to intrust 
him to your care, provided that we are satis- 
fied with your arrangements, and that you 
can undertake to humour him in his delusion. 
He has so strong an influence upon the peo- 
ple round him that he may not improbably 
gain some of the other patients over to his be- 
lief, which might not be a bad thing for him or 
for them. 

" He seems to be so much attached to his 
daughter that we have decided to send her with 
him, though she has never seen him since she 
grew up. There is no reason why she should be 
told that her father is insane. She will probably 
find out the truth for herself before long. We 
are prepared to hand him over to you at the Char- 
ing Cross Hotel, on Monday week, August 13th, 
telling him that you are his courier, and that he 
is going to meet a number of his adherents. We 
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are prepared to give you a cheque for £1,500 at 
the same time. 

" I am yours truly, 
" Dk. Stevens. Lucilla George.'' 

Poor admirable king! Poor noble intellect so 
dethroned! Poor shadowy greatness so belittled! 

I sat on far into the night reading the letters. 
They contained a personal history of every mem- 
ber of the household; Jomard, the rich solicitor, 
who had taken to giving large cheques, payable 
to bearer, to total strangers in the street; the 
doctor of divinity who believed himself to be the 
Antichrist; perhaps my poor old friend the coach- 
man; the elderly lady who proposed to devote 
her entire fortune to the foundation of a hospital, 
with herself as chief surgeon; the retired colonel, 
who had been brought by General Booth to ex- 
piate the sin of hard swearing by enlisting with 
all his substance in the Salvation Brigade in In- 
dia; the lady who became suddenly and cause- 
lessly possessed by so rancorous a hate of her re- 
lations that she was spending her money in per- 
secuting them (this letter bore the signature of 
Thelusson) ; and the rich inventor, who had been 
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spirited away the very day before he consigned 
himself to an altogether inadequate flying machine 
which was to open its career from the edge of a 
cliff overlooking the Irish Channel. The docu- 
ments about Briand were tantalisingly short. I 
fear that Briand had been consigned with cruel 
and unnatural haste. " He believes in ghosts," 
said his cousin, " and is exceedingly niggardly 
with his wealth, and unkind to his relations." 

. From the letters I turned to the newspapers, 
and found a marked advertisement, skilfully 
worded, appealing to those who had wealthy rela- 
tions afflicted with mental disease, and who de- 
sired to consign them to a comfortable home in 
the north of France, without the troublesome re- 
strictions of medical examination. 

Then it was painfully borne in upon me why 
my friends always voted me slow, and my rela- 
tions called me a fool. I saw it all now: the 
Ethurians who spoke English — English in an 
Eastern court! Gould anyone but an idiot have 
been imposed upon by the lame e^tplanation that 
had satisfied me? The poor madmen, drilled into 
their places by the dominating influence of the 
king and the unspeakable Dr. Stevens; the ab-. 
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surdities of the household arrangements, never too 
grotesque for me to swallow — me, the veriest fool 
and lunatic of them all! My ears burned as I 
counted the days I had been shut up with these 
unhappy people without finding them out, and I 
vowed that wild interviewers should never drag 
the truth from me, or give my friends the means 
of turning my life into a hell; nor would this 
resolution have been changed had not so many 
garbled stories of my adventure demanded the 
publication of the truth in my own defence. My 
thankfulness that the princess, at least, was not 
like the others, prevented me from dwelling on 
my humiliation. If I owed her devotion as prin- 
cess, what duty did I not owe her as a sane and 
helpless girl at the mercy of a house full of mad- 
men? At whatever cost, she must be rescued from 
them without a moment's delay. 

And what had become of this precious Dr. 
Stevens and his large staff of qualified nurses? 
Had they, too, been tried for high treason and 
executed? It might have been so easily done by 
these fifty lunatics, who, I remembered, had the 
facility won by rehearsal in their mise enscene at 
Briatid's execution. I thought over the case care- 
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fully in all its bearings. Being on French soil, 
it was useless to appeal to our own Government; 
my only course would be to warn the French au- 
thorities at Guingamp, and carry the letters to 
England as the lever for moving the relatives of 
these unhappy people to take them back to their 
homes. I had some nasty revelations to hold over 
the heads of one or two of them. 

There was still the diary. The first entries 
related only to the work of restoring the chateau 
and the purchase of horses, carriages, furniture, 
live stock, and appliances for the farm. The work 
began in June; in August the patients began to 
arrive. The -entries were the barest records of 
events until they reached the 15th of August; for 
two or three days they then became more full. 
" Appointed privy councillors* King Francis 
wants three chamberlains. Told off General 
Valdine, Buxton, and Knight. Does not like his 
political adviser; appointed Briand instead. Tha 
ladies are all maids of honour to the princess; 
working very smoothly." Then, on the following 
day: " Gave the king a great seal, with which 
he is much pleased. Dismissed the English serv- 
ants with handsome presents." After that the 
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entries ceased altogether; perhaps the doctor was 
then arrested and thrown into one of his own 
cells. I felt that I must sift this to the bottom 
before I could decide what to do. I knew 
my way now to Arden's room — poor, fat, fool- 
ish Arden, who had been so happy in his deli- 
cate office of " master of the ceremonies." I 
tapped gently at his door; then louder, until 
I caught his answer. He was standing in the 
dark at the open window, fully dressed, and 
his eyes were startled in the flash of my bright 
candle. 

" I felt lonely, Mr. Arden," I began. " May 
I come and sit here with you for a little? " He 
tried to assent, but the dryness of his throat 
strangled his voice. I sat down on a sofa and 
drew him down feeside me. " I had a long inter- 
view with the king," I said gently; "his Maj- 
esty is much happier now that his difficulties have 
been removed." 

" It is terribly wearing, my dear sir. I do 
not know what will become of us all. Sometimes 
I almost wish that we had given up the idea of 
winning back the kingdom; something tells me 
that we are doomed to failure." 
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How mad the poor fellow looked now by the 
light of the letters! 

" I know, I know/' I said gently, " but I want 
you to tell me something: Where is Dr. Stevens 
— I mean the Englishman who was here before I 
came? " 

" The king's adviser? " he said, opening his 
eyes very wide. " Oh, he was sent on a secret 
mission to Ethuria, to prepare the way." 

^^ Indeed! Did any others go with him? " 

" Oh, yes — all the French servants. They all 
left in the morning, taking scarcely any luggage. 
They expected to be back so soon." 

" Ah! " A thousand pounds paid in advance 
by fifty people makes £50,000. Dr. Stevens — if 
that was his real name — ^had good reason to take 
a secret journey to Ethuria. His return would 
not improbably be delayed. 

Arden's manner made me uneasy; I had never 
seen him like this. I talked to him at random, 
in the hope of forcing him to discuss common- 
places, but^ he was not listening. With eyes 
dilated wide, he caught his breath as if to listen 
for something. If he answered at all, he broke 
off in the middle of a sentence, to strain his 
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hearing lest some distant sound should escape 
him. 

" What are you listening for? " I asked at last, 
impatiently. 

^' Xothing," he said hastily, sitting down with 
a strong effort to control himself. " What made 
you think I was listening? What a funny idea! " 
he laughed painfully. 

" But you are disturbed about something. 
Why not tell me? " I said, laying my hand on his. 
" I am one of you now." I felt his hand trem- 
bling under mine as if he was shivering with cold. 

" Look out into the night," he said in a hoarse 
whisper. " Is that a night to feel at ease in? 
Listen to the sighing of the wind. Just now a 
black shape flapped past my window." 

It was a moonless September night, the stillest 
hour before the dawn. A faint air from the sea 
scented the room with the aroma of the pines. 
All N^ature lay at peace, yet so contagious is terror 
that even I began to be nervous. 

" Well," I said, " what of the night? I never 
saw a calmer one ; the wind is never quite silent in 
these pines. You know every inch of the ground. 
Why should they have any terrors for you? Now, 
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Arden, you are a sensible man, and I want you to 
help me with the king. He must be made to look 
hopefully on the future for these two days, and 
then all will be well." 

He was not listening. " The king — it is not 
well with his Majesty. The king knows how des- 
perate are his fortunes; he feels it in the air. 
Hark! what was that? " He was stretching every 
nerve in the agony of listening. Afar oflF I cer- 
tainly heard some sharp, sudden sound like the 
howling of some animal. My companion started 
up and dashed to the window. "Hark!'^ he 
whispered hoarsely. " They are calling! They 
are tearing loose the bonds! There! There it 
is again! Now, with all our power, answer 
them! " He threw up his head and pierced the 
night with a horrible falsetto scream. I dashed 
at him and pulled him down into a chair, where 
he lay panting with terror, all human understand- 
ing fled. At the same moment a door was flung 
open somewhere down the passage, and a woman 
ran shrieking past the door with a swish of flying 
draperies, and the flap of naked feet upon the 
floor. Other doors banged, and all was silent 

again. I did not dare to leave Arden in such a 
18 
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state, tliough I felt that my duty called me to 
the poor king. I shut the window and sat square- 
ly down in front of him to keep him quiet while 
I thought. Of course I must go to the king, whose 
authority might still be stirred to time these 
jangling chords to some sort of harmony till the 
end of the piece, so soon approaching. With 
French officials in the chateau, my own responsi- 
bilities would end. But the house was awaken- 
ing. There were strange sounds, the rumbling of 
furniture, the slamming of doors, cries afar off 
like the howling of beasts. A light flashed in the 
windows of the stables, my candle sputtered and 
flared in the dying spasm before the wick toppled, 
and as I turned from looking at it I found Arden's 
face, grinning with terror, within a foot of my 
own. 

" Did you hear it? " he whispered. 

It? I had heard a dozen warnings, while I sat 
here, that the bestial passions of a madhouse were 
breaking loose. 

" Did you hear it? " he whispered with grow- 
ing excitement. 

" What? " I cried impatiently. 

"The revolution! This is the morning of 
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the revolution! Did you not know? Ah, you 
thought yourself so wise, groping in the dark 
with your politics! We who sat and watched the 
signs of the times knew that it was coming. The 
forces working underneath have broken loose at 
last. It is the morning of the great revolution ! " 

I remembered the king, wondering whether 
this befuddled mind, at its best and sanest a typical 
mediocrity, was reflecting another stupid plot 
against his life. Seizing the poor fool by the arm, 
I adjured him to tell me if there was another plot 
against the king. 

And now a railway locomotive rushed shriek- 
ing down the passage — at least so it sounded, for 
the creature who made the noise had admirably 
caught the shriek of the steam whistle, and dashed 
along the stone floor dragging some ponderous 
furniture at its heels that set every joist in the 
floor vibrating. We heard the crash as he reached 
the head of the stairway and his freight burst 
through the balustrade and shivered to atoms on 
the stone floor beneath. Echoing to the crash, a 
chorus of yells and screams pierced the ear from 
every part of the house. Arden sprang to his feet. 

"Come! It is beginning!" he cried. 
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" Come, or we shall be late ! " He caught my 
arm and dragged me, only half consenting, out 
into the passage. But for my passive resistance 
we should both have followed the furniture 
through the gap in the balustrade, for the hall 
was still quite dark, and I had to drag back with 
all my strength, feeling the way along the wall 
to save us from falling headlong. Down the stairs 
we rushed into the hall. The cries were silent 
now, but there was the sound of naked feet 
rushing to and fro in the darkness, the panting 
of laboured breathing, the fluttering of flying 
drapery. Arden ran straight to the door of the 
king^s anteroom, and I, trying in vain to shake 
him off, ran too, my brain aflame with the horror 
of the place. The air was hot with excitement; 
at that moment I neither knew nor cared what 
would happen. 

As we passed through the anteroom, gray with 
the cold dawn, a woman, half clad, burst from the 
door of the king's apartments and danced past us 
like a bacchante, shrieking, " Hell is loosed! " 
She snapped her fingers in my face as she passed, 
and went shrieking her mad message into the 
hall. At the door Arden remembered the barrier 
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beyond which he had never been allowed to pene- 
trate. It was I who led now. Scarce six hours 
before I had stood in that room with the king. 

For a moment I thought it was empty. The 
calm of the place was bewildering now that the 
door was shut. The transition from the pande- 
monium we had left was like the sudden passing 
from the roar of London's loudest thoroughfare 
into a quiet street where the turmoil survives only 
in the singing of the ears. Then I saw the king 
in his chair at the writing- table, his head bowed 
forward on his arms in the abandonment of sleep, 
but in a calmness too profound for sleep. No 
gentle expansion of the lungs stirred his shoulders. 
The abandonment changed before my eyes into 
inertness, and the inertness into rigidity, the 
rigidity into the horror of death. 

I spoke to him; I laid my hand on the arm un- 
naturally shrunken and hard to the touch; I tried 
to raise the head; the whole body moved stiffly 
with it, and the skin of the forehead felt cold and 
clayey. Then I knew how he had died. A dark 
stream stained the blotting-book on which his 
breast had rested; his waistcoat was clotted and 
wet with it; on the floor, a little to the right of 
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his chair, lay a pistol. He had been shot in the 
breast. 

Arden was standing stupefied near the door. I 
called to him, but he took no notice of me, and all 
that could be done for the poor, lifeless body I 
had to do alone. Wheeling a sofa to the table, I 
laid the body on it, trying to straighten out the 
stiffened joints and close the staring eyes. A 
tablecloth was the pall, his own clothes the shroud, 
the sofa the bier. And yet the body, so meanly 
slain by its own hand, so meanly cared for in 
death, looked every inch the body of a king. 
While I was reverently arranging the folds of the 
pall and gazing on the noble features, something 
gripped me by the ankle. The sudden horror 
must have drawn a cry from me, for a voice I 
well knew said, "Did I startle you? I am so 
sorry! but oh, you naughty man, what have you 
done with the poultice? " It was Madame Moir, 
who had been crouching in the shadow of the 
table. When I did not answer, she went on: 
" You see how unwell the king is looking. Now 
I knew what his Majesty wants, and I was just 
going to get it for him. A mustard and linseed 
poultice on the pit of the stomach will set him up 
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in less than ten minutes. Oh, not without his 
consent, of course. His Majesty used to laugh 
at my remedies, but to-day he is quite changed, 
and has been begging me to bring the poultice. 
He said, ^Madame Moir, you are quite right; a 
poultice is the very thing. What a doctor you are, 
to be sure! ' " 

I had not the heart to crush the poor creature 
with the truth. She, at least, was happy in this 
house of misery, and I let her go on her futile 
errand. But I remembered the princess, and 
caught her by the arm to ask her where the poor 
girl was. 

" In her room," she whispered. " I locked 
her in while she slept. Madame Thelusson was 
growing so unreserved." 

Arden still stood by the door, his eyes fixed 
upon the outline of the body beneath the table- 
cloth, his mind far away, intent on sounds from 
beyond. I had no time to waste upon him. 
" Come," I said, shaking him roughly, " the prin- 
cess's room, where is it? " He gazed at me blank- 
ly. " The ladies^ rooms — quick! tell me! " He 
pointed in the direction of the private staircase, 
and I left him. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



276 A COURT INTRIGUE. 

This staircase brought me to a corridor lighted 
only by little windows piercing the inner wall of 
the bedrooms on either side. The first room must 
have been the king's; the bed was untouched, the 
furniture arranged orderly for the night. I ran 
along the passage, opening door after door, dis- 
closing rooms empty and in wild disorder. At the 
end of the passage I found a locked door; the key 
was in the lock, and I tapped loudly before turn- 
ing it. Knowing the voice that answered, I 
shouted, " For Heaven's sake, dress quickly and 
come ! I will wait for you outside." 

" Is that you, Mr. Hatton? " answered the 
princess. "Thank God, you have come! They 
locked me in." She threw open the door and 
stood before me fully dressed. 

" Your cloak and hat," I said, " and throw 
some things into a bag. "We must go at once." 

" But what has happened? And where is my 
father? Is he going with us? " 

" I am bringing you his orders. Quick! there 
is not a moment to lose." My peremptory in- 
sistence convinced her, and I waited at a window 
while she made her preparations. 

It was now daylight, for the sun was within 
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ten minutes of rising. The garden had not been 
spared from the ruin wrought by the king's death. 
The lawn and flower beds were bestrewn with 
broken furniture and utensils thrown from the 
windows above; chairs, sofas, basins, jugs, glasses, 
and ornaments lay scattered among the weeds, 
while here and there mattresses and pillows had 
crushed flat the straggling rose-trees. Madame 
Thelusson, attired in her dressing gown, was drag- 
ging two of them to a pile she had already built 
up near the flower vase. She seated herself with 
great dignity on the top, ripped up a bolster, and 
plastered her hair and shoulders with the mouldy 
feathers until scarce a square inch of her person 
was unfledged. Then, with perfect gravity, she 
began to flutter her elbows, cocking her head 
from side to side, and at last broke out in a bird- 
warbling that quite eclipsed her efforts on the 
night of the conspiracy. Whist and whistling 
appeared to be her two accomplishments. The 
brougham had been wheeled out into the stable 
yard, and the coachman, imperfectly clad, was 
standing on the roof of the carriage brandishing 
a pitchfork at the horses which one of the grooms 
was 'driving out, and crying: " You are damned, 
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lost souls. Off with you to the torment where 
your worm dieth not! '^ The other groom had 
fastened the reins to the pole and sat on the seat 
thrashing the pole with his whip and jerking the 
reins furiously as he swayed from side to side. 
Out of the gloom of the harness room everything 
movable came flying. 

But the princess was ready. " Come," I said, 
taking her hand; " keep close to me. I will tell 
you everything when we are safe out of this place. 
Keep close to me, and do not look at anyone in 
the hall." I led her through the council room 
without entering the chamber where her dead 
father lay. From before us came a tumult of 
voices and unearthly sounds. I opened the ante- 
room window, but Madame Thelusson saw me 
and bore down upon us, whistling and flapping her 
elbows. There was nothing for it but to make 
a dash for the front door. 

We had chanced upon a lull, and, stupe- 
fied with the horror of the scene, could not take 
advantage of it. Some twenty half-naked 
wretches crawled about the pavement amid a ruin 
of broken furniture, mouthing and laughing at 
one another in maniacal glee. I pushed the prin- 
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cess back into the room, holding her there so that 
she could not see. One poor wretch — one of the 
gardeners — saw me and sprang to his feet to greet 
me, naked as he was bom. The sight of me 
sobered him, and he picked his way toward me un- 
concernedly. " So glad you have come ! " he said; 
" we only wanted you to make it perfect. But 
tell me, haven't I forgotten my necktie? '' A 
wild tumult from the gallery above drowned his 
voice. A troop of madmen staggered from the 
passage under a load of furniture from the bed- 
rooms and hurled them down upon the people 
below, who yelled with delight at every crash 
upon the pavement. My gardener, too, hic- 
coughed yells involuntarily between his sentences. 
" "Will you shut your eyes and let me carry 
you through this place? " I cried to the princess 
behind me. I felt her reel in my grasp and knew 
that she was going to faint. There was no other 
way. I turned and caught her in my arms, lifted 
her, and, half blinded by a tendril of her hair, 
stumbled with her across the hall. A wretch in 
the gallery flung a soap-dish at me — the others 
had run back for a fresh supply of missiles; he 
missed, and the dish shivered on the stone like a 
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splash of water. My way was barred at the door 
by Deboyne, in his dressing gown, carrying a 
wooden window bar like a staff of office. 

"Ticket, please!" he said sternly. "My 
orders are very strict. No one passes the barrier 
without a ticket." I freed a hand and fumbled 
for an old envelope. It satisfied him, for he 
dropped the point of his wand and signed gravely 
for me to pass, adding, " It is very irregular, 
carrying in people like this, but so long as you 
behave properly I shall not interfere." 

The princess spoke as I ran down the perron. 
"Put me down," she said faintly; " I can walk 
now." I was glad to obey her, for the slenderest 
form in the lax inertia of unconsciousness tells 
heavily on a man's strength. Still supporting her 
on my arm, I carried her to the first trees of the 
avenue, and laid her down half insensible. Then 
I looked back. 

Behind the battlements of the roof a strange 
figure ran uj) and down, howling inarticulately; 
the squat figure of an elderly man, grayheaded 
and half clothed — Briand, stripped of his last 
shred of reason. From one of the windows below 
a wild, distorted face was upturned to mow at 
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him, and lie stopped once in his career to curse it. 
The face was now withdrawn, and in its place a 
thin film of smoke curled in spirals about the 
glass, growing in density; a misty spiral reached 
out like the tendrils of a plant and melted in the 
air; a new and thicker spiral took its place, grow- 
ing into a rolling volume; bright tongues licked 
the framework of the window, and above, like a 
caged animal, Briand tore up and down through 
the smoke. 

I thought of the poor wretches in the hall, 
and stooped to entreat the princess not to move 
or look behind her until I came. Some effort 
must be made to save them — something done to 
bring away the papers intrusted to me. I dashed 
past Deboyne, who was gazing unmoved at the 
pandemonium before him, and made for the stair- 
way. A man in the gallery recognised me and 
shouted my name, and then, as I did not answer, 
leaped the railings and crashed upon a heap of 
broken furniture below, where he lay screaming 
with pain. In a moment I reached my room, but 
I scarcely knew it, for the smoke was thick in the 
passage, and every stick of furniture but the bed- 
stead had been carried away. The papers I sought 
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were littered all over the floor. I caught up as 
many as I could for the blinding smoke, and ran 
for the stairs. I heard the roar of the flames from 
behind the closed doors of the front rooms. 
" Fire! " I shouted to the wretches in the hall 
below. "Kun for your lives! " They shrieked 
with laughter at my warnings, and at last a frenzy 
took me and I fell upon them with a broken chair 
leg. They saw me coming and fled for the door, 
bearing down the. doorkeeper in their headlong 
flight. Only three remained — Deboyne, the man 
who had leaped from the gallery, and a man who 
seemed to be dead. To him I ran first, and found 
Jomard, laid out as if for burial but still breathing. 
He moved uneasily at my touch, and murmured: 
" Tell them to bear up. I am quite happy. It 
is a painless end, but their grief disturbs me." 

" Get up ! the house is on fire ! " 

" Leave me to die in peace." 

He was too heavy to carry, and I shouted to 
Deboyne to help me. " I can not leave the door," 
he objected. 

" Not to eject a drunken man? " 

'^ Drunk, is he? Yes, I have orders to eject 
drunken men." 
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But when we got him to the door Deboyne 
was firm. " He has no ticket, and this door leads 
in, not out." I dragged him out somehow, with 
Deboyne clinging to his feet, and left them at 
the bottom of the steps. 

While I struggled to move the man who had 
broken his leg, Hygeia crossed the hall with an 
armful of medicaments. It was Providence. She 
ran to help me, and together we carried the poor 
moaning wretch into the open. There I set the 
court physician to apply her strongest remedies 
to Jomard, her dying chief. If she had mus- 
tard about her it was applied, for Jomard's name 
was not on the death roll of that dreadful 
morning. 

The princess still sat where I had left her, 
conscious now, but utterly unnerved. A glance 
at the madman racing up and down the parapet 
showed how hopeless it was to save him. He saw 
the flames now, and the end was very near. I 
strove to force my eyes from the horror, but could 
not. I could only support my terrified companion 
on my arm and implore her not to look back. Bri- 
and was shouting as he ran: " I am king at last! 
Look! look! All this the powers have given me I 
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Another torch ! " he yelled, shaking his fist at 
the flames. " Blaze up! My coronation! " 

I marvelled that he kept his foothold, racing 
on the narrow ledge at such a giddy height 
through the choking smoke.- The roar of the 
flames, that sound of raving destruction for whose 
terrors there is no word in any language, overbore 
all other sounds. Then a yellow tongue shot 
from the lips of the slates; the thin mouth gaped, 
and with a savage blast a column of flame burst 
upward to the sky, withering and crumbling the 
roof all around its base. The madman yelled with 
delight, mounting one of the battlements the 
better to defy and deride the flame pillar. Up 
the column swept the black flotsam of the fire- 
wreck, consumed embers of lath and rafter; a 
gust of wind touched the summit, curling it. Like 
the top of a mighty breaker swirling over sunken 
rocks it wreathed, bent, whitened and swept down 
before the blast in an overwhelming flood of fire 
spray, down upon the poor monarch who stood 
defying it, and as a breaker sweeps the driftwood 
from its hold, so the flame torrent washed him 
from his eminence in the proudest moment of his 
life. Perhaps he knew no awakening from his 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



A COURT INTRIGUE. 285 

dream of kingship; perhaps he was dead before 
he struck the ground. 

I tarried no more. Those who could not save 
themselves could not be saved by me. On the 
hilltop whence I had first seen the ill-fated 
chateau we sat down to wait for a passing cart. 
The poor princess, footsore, faint, and terrified, 
was in no state to bear the truth, and I comforted 
her with a lie about her father while I looked 
back into the valley. The sky was black, with 
a dense pall of smoke rolling away to the west- 
ward; the flames of the funeral pyre of the two 
kings still reddened its underside. The country- 
side was alarmed; peasants from the cottages 
down the road were shouting; a knot of them ran 
past us down the hill we had mounted. My mes- 
sage was not for them. In Treguier, at noon, I 
told it to the Sous Pref et, and the fate of the sur- 
vivors was left in the paternal hands of the French 
Government. 

There is little to add. Shorn of her short- 
lived dignities, Sunia was only a charming English 
girl. When I had restored her to her relations I 

was able to break to her the truth about her 
19 
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father's end, and, later, to lay my own fate at her 
royal feet; for to me she will be always a princess 
who has too much condescended. But I do not 
call her this even in jest, so painful are the memo- 
ries the title evokes. 

With the king's last gift I was able to com- 
municate with the relations of each member of the 
court, and to learn in due time that the future 
of all the survivors was provided for in their own 
country. 

Deboyne, Anthony, and the coachman are in- 
deed so far recovered that they are under no re- 
straint, and I think my efforts on behalf of those 
whose condition gives hope has assured their com- 
fort and good treatment. I found that Dr. Ste- 
vens, who once figured in the Medical Directory 
under another name, was well known to Scotland 
Yard, where, I am assured, the efforts to track 
him and his confederates have been redoubled. 
But with £50,000 and a long start an ill-doer need 
not be a hunted criminal; he can even afford to 
reform, and practise philanthropy until the last 
trace of him is lost. Yet fancy still feeds hope in 
New Scotland Yard. 

THE END. 
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89. A Hardy Norseman. By Edna Lyall. 

40. The Bomance of Jenny Harlowe, and Sketches qf Maritime Lift, By W. 

Clark Russell. 

41. Passion's Slave. By EIichahd Ashb-Eeno. 

43. The Awakening (tf Mary Fentoick. By Beatrice Whitby. 

43. Countess Loreley. Translated from the German of Rudolf Mkngib. 

44. Blind Love. By Welkib Collins. 

46. The Dean's Daughter. By Sophie P. P. Veitch. 

46. Countess Irene. A Romance of Austrian Life. By J. Foobbty. 

47. Bobei't Browning's Principal Shorter Poems. 

48. Frozen Hearts. By G. Webb Applbton. 

49. Dkimbek the Georgian. By A. G. von Suttneb. 

50. The Craze of Christian Engelhart. By Henry Faulkner Dabnblu 

51. Lai. By William A. Hammond, M. D. 

52. Aline. A Novel. By Henry Grj^villb. 

58. Joost Avelingh. A Dutch Story. By Maarten Maabtbks, 

54. Katy qf Catoctin. By Gbobob Alfred Townsend. 

55. Throckmorton. A Novel. By Molly Elliot Sbawbll, 

56. EKpatriatUm. By the author of Aristocracy. 

57. Geiffrey mmpstead. By T. S. Jabvis. 
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68. DmUri, A Romance of Old Russia. By F. W. Bain, M. A. 
69 Part qf the Fnyperty. By Bbatrice Whitby. 

60. BUmarck in Private Life. By a Fellow-Student. 

61. In Low Eeliif, By Moblet Hobkrts. 

62. The Oanadiane qf Oid. A HlBtorical Romance. By Phiuffb Ga8f6. 

63. A Squire qf Low Degree. By Lilt A. Long. 

64. A JfJuUered Doveeoie. By Oeobge Mantillb Fbun. 

65. The Nugentg qf (JarrUxmna. An Irish Story. By Tighb Hopkiks. 

66. A SenaiUve Plant. By E. and D. Oebabd. 

67. Dona Luz. By Juan Yaleba. Tianslated by Mrs. Mart J. Serrako. 

68. Pepita Ximenez. By Juan Yaleba. Translated by Mrs. Mart J. Sebhano. 

69. The Primes and their Neighbore. By Richakd Malcolm Johnston. 

70. The Iron Game, By Hbnrt F. Keen an. 

71. Stories of (Hd New Spain. By Thomas A. Janyibb. 
78. The MiAd of Honor. By Hon. Lewis Winofield. 
^ In the Heart qf the Storm. By Maxwell Gbat. 

74. Consequences. By Eoebton Castle. 

76. The Three Miss Kings. By Ada Cambridge. 

76. A Matter df Skill. By Beatrice Whitby. 

77. Maid Marian^ and Other Stories. By Mollt Elliot Seawxll. 
7B. One Woman's Way. By Edmund Pendleton. 

70. A Mert^ful Divorce. By F. W. Maude. 

60. St^hen EQkootCs Daughter. By Mrs. J. H. Needell. 

81. Om Reason Why. By Beatrice Whitbt. 

88. The Tragedy of Ida Noble. By W. Clark Rupsell. 

88. The Johnstown Stage., and other Stories. By Robert H. Fletcher. 

84. A Widower Indeed. Bj Rhoda Broughton and Eli«(abeth Bislani). 

86. The might (^ a Shadow. By George MacDonald. 

86. Love or Money. By Katharine Lee. 

87. Not AU in Vain. By Ada Cambridgb. 

88. It Happened Yesterday. By Frederick Maimwat.t.. 

89. My Guardian. By Ada Cambridge. 

90. The Storu qf PhUip Methuen. By Mrs. J. H. Needell. 

91. Amethyst : The Story of a Beauty. By Christabel R. Coleridge. 
98. Don Braulio. By Juan Yalera. Translated by Clara Bell. 

96. The Chronicles (f Mr. Bill Williams. By Richard Malcolm Johnston. 

94. A Queen qf Curds and Cream. By Dorothea Gerard. 

95. " La Bella " and Others. By Egerton Castle. 

96. " December Poses.''' By Mrs. Campbell-Pbaed. 

97. Jean de Kerdren. By Jeanne Schultz. 

98. Melka's Vow. By Dorothea Gerard. 

99. Cross Currents. By Mart A. Dickens. 

100. His Life's Magnet. 1^ Theodora Elmblib. 

101. Passing the Love qf Women. By Mrs. J. H. Needell. 

102. In Old St. Stephen's. By Jeanie Drake. 

108. The Berkleys and their Neighbors. By Mollt Elliot Seawxll. 

104. Mona Maclean, Medical Student. By Graham Travbrb. 

105. Mrs. Bligh. By Rhoda Broughton. 

106. A StumSle on the Threshold. By James Patn. 

107. Hanging Moss. By Paul Lindau. 

}06. A Comedy of Elopement. By Christian Reid. 

iOO. In the Suntime (tfher Youth. By Beatrice Whitbt. 

110. Stories in Black and White. By Thomas Hardy and Others. 
llOi. An Englishman in Paris. Notes and Recollections. 

111. Commcmder Mendoza. By Juan Yalera. 

112. Dr. PauWs Theory. Bj Mrs. A. M. Dibhl. 

118. ChUdren of Destiny. By Molly Elliot Sbawbll. 

114 A Little Minx. By Ada Cambridge. 

116. Capt'n Davy's Honeymoon. ByHALLCAiNB. 

116. The Voice (^ a Flower. By E. Gerard. 

117. Singularly Deluded. By Sarah Grand. 

118. Suspected. By Louisa Stratbnus. 

!1S- i^*^^^^ ^^ Another. By Mrs. J. H. Needell. 
WO. The Tutors Secret. By Yictor Chbrbuliee. 
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121. From the Five JHvers. By Mrs. P. A. Stbbl. 

122. An Innocent Impostor^ and Other Stories, By Maxwill Gray. 

123. Ideala. By Sabah Gband. 

124. A Comedy qfMcuke* By Ehnxbt Dowson and AbthubMoobA 

125. ReUce, By Fsakcbs MacNab. 

126. Dodo : A JktcM (^ the Day, By E. F. Bei^son. 

127. A Woman qf Forty. By Ksmb Stuart. 

128. Diana Tempest, By Mabt Cholmondxlbt. 

129. The JSedpefor Diamonds. By C. J. Cutclotb HthI. 

130. Christina Chard, By Mrs. Campbeix-Pbabd. 

131. A Gray Eye or So. By Fbank Fbankfobt Moobb. 
182. Earlsoourt. By Albxandbb Allabdtcb. 

133. A Marriage Ceremony. By Ada Cambeidgb. 

134. A Ward in Chancery, By Mrs. Albxandbb. 

135. JLotlS. By DoBOTHBA Gbbabd. 

136. Our ManUpid Nature. By Sarah Grand. 

137. A CosUy Freak, By Maxwell Gray. 

138. A Beginner, By Bhoda BRonGHT<»r. 

139. A TeUow Aster. By Mrs. Mannington Caityn ("Iota"). 

140. TheBubicon, By E. F. Benson. 

141. The Trespasser, By Gilbert Parker. 

142. The Rich Miss RiddeU, By Dorothea Gbbabd. 

143. Mary Femuick's Daughter. By Leatrice Whitby. 

144. Bed Diamonds, By Justin McCarthy. 

145. A Daughter <^ Music, By G. Colxore. 

143. Outlaw and Laiomaker. By Mrs. Caxpbell-Praed. 

147. Dr. Janet of Hariey Street. By Arabella Eenealy. 

148. George MandeviUeU Husband, By C. E. Raihond. 

149. Vashti and Esther. 

150. Timar's Two Worlds. By M. Jokai. 

151. A Victim qf Good Luck. By W. E. Norris. 

152. The TraUqfthe Stoord. By Qilbbbt Pabkeb. 

153. A MUd Barbarian. By Edgab Fawoett. 

154. The God in the Car. By Anthony Hofe. 

155. Children qf Circumstance. ByMrs. M. Caffyn. 

156. At the Gate qf Samaria. By Williah J. Looke. 

157. The Just^ficaOon qf Andrew Lebrun. By Fbank Babrbtt. 

158. Dust and Laurels. By Mary L. Pendbred. 

159. The Good Ship Mohock. By W. Clark Russell. 

160. Noemi. By 8. BARiNe-GouLD. 

161. The Honour qf SaveUi. By S. Lbvett Yeata. 

162. KUty'^s Engagement. By Florence Warden. 
- 163. The Mermaid. By L. Dougall. 

164. An Arranged Marriage, By Dorothea Gbrard. 
lf&. Eve'^s Bansom, By George Gissing. 

166. The Marriage qf Esther. Bj GtTY Boothby. 

167. Fidelis, By Ada Caxbbidge. 

168. Into the Highways and Hedges. By F. F. MontbAsob. 

169. The Vengeance of James VansUtart. By Mrs. J. H. Nexdbll. 

170. A Study in Prdudices. By Gbobge Paston. 

171. The Mistress of QM^t. By Adbline Sergeant. 

172. In the YearofJwAlee. By_GBORGB Gissing. 

179. In Old New England. ByHBZBKLA.HBuTTBRwoRTH. 
174. Mrs. Musgrav&''and Her Husband. By R. Marsh. 
176. Mt Counting the Cost. By Tasva. 

176. Out qf Due Season. By Adeline Sbrobant. 

177. ScyUa or Charybdisf By Rhoda Broughton. 

178. In Defiance qf the King. By 0. C. Hotchkibb. 

179. A Bidfor Fvrtune. By Guy Boothby. 

180. The Sing of Andaman. By J. Maclarbn Cobban. 

181. Mrs. Tregaskiss. By Mrs. Cahfbell-Pbaed. 

182. The DeHre qf the Moth. By Capbl 7ane. 

183. A Sdf-Demyinq Ordinance. By M. Hamilton. 

184. Successors to the Title, By Mrs. L. B. Walford, 
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185. The Lost Stradivariui. By J. Meade Falkeeb. 

186. The Wrong Man, By Dorothea Gsbard. 

187. In the Dav qf Adversity. By J. Blouitobllb-Bubtoe. 

188. iHetreee Dorothy Marvin. ajJ. C. Seaith. 

189. A Flash (^Hummer. By Mrs. W. K. Clifford. 

190. The Dancer in Yellow. Bj W. E. Nobbis. 

191 . The Chronicles of Martin HetcUt. By Arthttb Mobrisoe. 

192. A Winning Hazard. By Mrs. Alexaedeb. 

193. The Picture of Las Cruces, By Christiae Reid. 
IM. The Madonna of a Day. By L. Douoall. 

195. The Riddle Ring. By Justin McCarthy. 
I'M. A Humble Enterprise. By Ada Cambbidgb. 

197. Dr. Nikola, By Gut Boothbt. 

198. An Outcast of the Islands. By Joseph Conbad. 
193. The King's Revenge. By Claudb Brat. 

200. Denounced. By J. Blouedelle-Bubton. 

Eadh, 12nu)| paper ooreri 60 cents ) oloth, $1,00. 



GEORG EBERS'S ROMANCES. 

JEeteh, 16mo, paper, 40 cents per volume ; eloth, 7S cents, 
Hets of 94 volumes, cloth, in box, $18.00, 

In the Blue Pike. A Romance of German Life in the early Sixteenth Centnry. 

Translated by Mabt J. Saffobd. 1 volume. 
In the Pire of the Forare. A Romance of Old Nuremberg. Translated by 

Mabt J. Saffobd. 2 volumes. 
Cleopatra. Translated by Mabt J. Saffobd. 2 volumes. 
A Thorny Path. (Pbb Aspeba.) Translated by Claba Bell. 2 volumes. 
An Efiryptian PrinceBS. Translated by Eleanob Gbove. 2 volumes. 
Uarda. Translated by Claba BsLii. 2 volumes. 
Homo Sum. Translated by Claba Bell. 1 volume. 
The Sisters. Translated by Claba Bell. 1 volume. 
A duestion. Translated by Mabt J. Saffobd. 1 volume. 
The XSmperor. Translated by Claba Bell. 2 volumes. 
The Burgomaster's Wife. Translated by Mabt J. Saffobd. 1 volume. 
A Word, only a Word. Translated by Mabt J. Saffobd. 1 volume. 
Berapis. Translated by Clara Bbll. 1 volume. 
The Bride of the Nile. Translated by Claba Bell. 2 volumes. 
Marflrery. (Gbbd.) Translated by Claba Bell. 2 volumes. 
Joshua. Translated by Mabt J. Saffobd. 1 volume. 

The Elixir, and Other Tales. Translated by Mrs. Edwabd H. Bbli.. 
With Portrait of the Author. 1 volume. 

" Dr. Ebers's romances founded on ancient history are hardly equaled by any 
other living author. ... He makes the men and women and the scenes move 
before the reader with living reality. '"—Boston Home Joumai. 

" Georg Ebers writes stories of ancient times with the conscientiousness of a 
true investigator. His tales are so carefully told that large portions of them 
might be clipped or quoted by editors of guide-books and authors of histories in- 
tended to be popular."— iVtfw York Herald. 



For sale by aU booksellers ; or sent by maU on receipt of price by the publishers^ 
D. APPLETON & CO., 73 Fifth Avenue, New York. 
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GILBERT PARKER'S BEST BOOKS. 

^HE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Being the 

Meinoirs of Captain Robert Moray, sometime an Officer in 

the Virginia Regiment, and afterwards of Amherst's Regiment. 

i2mo. Cloth, illustrated, $1.50. 

" Another historical romance of the vividness and intensity of ' The Seats of the 
Miehty ' has never come from the pen of an American. Mr. Parker's latest work may, 
without hesiution^ be set down as the best he has done. From the first chapter to the 
last word interest m the book never wanes ; one finds it difficult to interrupt the narra^ 
tive with breathmg space. It whirls with excitement and strange adventure. ... All 
of the scenes do homage to the genius of Mr. Parker, and naake ' The Seats of the 
Mighty' one of the books of the yescc.'*-— Chicago Record. 

" Mr. Gilbert Parker is to be congratulated on the excellence of hb latest story. 
'The Seats of the Mighty,' and his readers are to be congratulated on the direction 
which his talents have taken therein. . . . It is so good that we do not stop to think of 
its literature, and the personality of Doltaire is a masterpiece of creative art."— AVw 
VorA Mm7 and Express. 

n^BE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. A Novel. 

-* i2mo. Paper, 50 cents ; cloth, $1.00. 

" Mr. Parker here adds to a reputation already wide, and anew demonstrates his 
power of pictorial portrayal and of strong dramatic situation and c\\tDax.**—Philadelm 
pkta BulUiin. 

" The tale holds the reader's interest from first to last, for it is full of fire and spirit, 
aboundmg m mcident, and marked by good character drAwing.'*—PiUsiurg Times. 

'T^HE TRESPASSER, i2mo. Paper, 50 cents ; 
•*■ cloth, $1.00. 

" Interest, pidi, force, and charm— Mr. Parker's new story possesses all these 
quaUtiM. . . . Almost bare of synthetical decoration, his paragraphs are sturing be- 
cause Acy are real. We read at tmies-as we have read the great masters of romance 
—breathlessly."— 7^ Critic. 

"Gilbert Parker writes a strong novel, but thus far this is his masterpiece. . . . 
It IS one of the great novels of the yeai."^BostoH Advertiser. 

y^HE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. i6mo. 
-^ Flexible cloth, 75 cents. 

"A book which no one will be satisfied to put down until the end has been matter 
of certainty and assurance."— 7Vl^ Nation. 

"A story of remarkable interest, originality, and ingenuity of construction."— 
Boston Home Journal. - *» » ^ 

"The perusd of this romance will repay those who care for new and original types 
— i5«S^' Z)^ jf *" susceptible to the £ucination of a fi«sh and vigorous style." 



New York: D. APPLETON & CO., 72 Fifth Avenue. 
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BY S. R. CROCKETT. 

CLEG KELLY, ARAB OF THE CITY. His 
Progrtss and Adventures. Unifonn with " The Lilac Sunbon- 
net " and " Bog-M}rrtle and Peat" Illustrated. i2mo. cioth, 
•1.50. 

** A masterpiece wbich Mark Twain himidf has never rivaled. ... If there ever 
was an ideal character in fiction it is this heroic ragamuffin." — London DaUy 
CkronkU. 

** In no one of his books does Mr. Crockett give us a brighter or more graphic 
picture of contemporary Scotch life than in 'Cleg Kelly.' ... It is one of the great 
books/'^-BMion Daily Advertiser, 

" One of the most successful of Mr. Crockett's woikM,**—Brcckfyn Eagle, 



IDOG-MYRTLE AND FEAT Third edition- 
-^-^ I2ma Cloth, $1.50. 

" Here are idyls, epics, dramas of human life, written in words that thrill and 
bum. . . . Each is a poem that has an immortal flavor. They are fiagments of 
the author's earl^ dreams, too bright, too gorgeous, too full of Uie blood of rubies 
and the life of £amonds to be caught and hdd palpitating in eaqpsession's grasp." 
—Boston Courier, 

"Hardly a sketch among them all that will not afford pleasure to the reader for 
its genial humor, artistic local coloring, and admirable portrayal of character."— 
Boston Home youmoL 

** One dips into the book anywhere and reads on and on, fiudnated by the writer's 
chaim of vaamux."—Mmnea^lit Tribune, 
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HE LILAC SUNBONNET, Sixth edition. 
Z2ma Cloth, $1.50. 

" A love story pure and simple, one of the o1d-&shioned, wholesome, sunshiny 
kind, with a pure-minded, sound-hearted hero, and a heroine who b merely a good 
and beautiful woman ; and if any other love stoir half so sweet has been written this 
year, it has escaped our notice." — New York Times, 

"The general conception of the stonry, the motive of which is the growdi of lore 
between the young chidT and heroine, is delineated widi a sweetness and a freshness, 
a naturalness and a certamty, which places 'The L3ac Sunbonnet' among the best 
stories of the time."— J\^«w York Mau and Express, 

** In its own line this litde love stoiv can hardly be excelled. It is a pastoral, an 
idyl— the story of love and courtship and marriage of a fine young man and a lovdy 
gin-— no more. But it is told m so thoroughly delightful a manner, with such playful 
humor^ such delicate £uicy, such true and sympathetic feeling, that nothing more could 
be desured." — Boston Traveller, 
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By a. CONAN DOYLE. 

"J^HE EXPLOITS OF BRIGADIER GERARD. 

-* A Romance of the Life of a Typical Napoleonic Soldier, Illus- 
trated. i2mo. Cloth, $1.50. 

" The Brigadier is brave, resolute, amorous, loyal, chivalrous ; never was a foe 
more ardent in battle, more clement in victory, or more readv at need. . . . Gallantry, 
kumor, martial gayety, moving incident, make up a really delightful book." — L&ndon 
Times. 

'* Mav be set down without reservation as the most thoroughly enjoyable book that 
Dr. Doyle has ever puhUahed.'*— Boston Beacon, 
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HE STARK MUNRO LETTERS. Being a 

Series of Twelve Letters written by Stark Munro, M. B., 
to his friend and former fellow-student, Herbert Swanborough, 
of Lowell, Massachusetts, during the years 1881-1884. Illus- 
trated. i2nio. Buckram, $1.50. 

" CuUingworth, ... a much more interesting creation than Sherlock Holmes, 
and I pray Dr. Doyle to give us more of \axsiJ* ^Richard le GaUUnne^ in the Lon- 
don Star. 

" Every one who wants a hearty laugh must make acquaintance with Dr. James 
Cullingworth."— W^^*^»f«VM/W' Ganette. 

'* Every one must read ; for not to know Cullingworth should surely argue one's 
self to be unknown."— /Vz^^o// Gazette, 

" One of the freshest figures to be met with in any recent ^^on.**^London DaUy 
News, 

*' ' The Stazk Munro Letters ' is a bit of real literature. ... Its reading will be an 
epoch-making event in many a life." — Philadelphia Evening Telegraph, 

** Positivdy magnetic, and written with that combined force and grace for which the 
author's style is kaown,**'^BostoH Budget. 



Seventh Edition. 

T^OUND THE RED LAMP. Being Facts and 
-^ ^ Fancies of Medical Life. i2mo. Cloth, $i.5a 

" Too much can not be said in praise of these strong productions, that, to read, 
keep one's heart leaping to the diroat and the mind in a tumult of anticipation to the 
end. ... No series of short stories in modem literature can approach them."— //ar/- 
ford Times. 

*' If Dr. A. Conan Doyle had not already placed himself in the front rank of living 
English writers by * The Kefiisees,' and other of his larger stories, he would surely do 
so by these fifteen short tales.* —JVinv York MaU emd Express. 

" A strikinzly realistic and decidedly original contribution to modem literature."— 
Boston Saturaay Evening Gazette. 



New York: D. APPLETON & CO., 72 Fifth Avenue. 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



F 



D. APPLETON & CO.'S PUBLICATIONS. 

Miss F. F. MONTR^SOR'S BOOKS. 

ALSE COIN OR TRUE? 12010. Cloth, 
$1.25. 

" One of the few true novels of the day. ... It is powexful, and touched with a 
delicate insizht and strong impressions of life and character. . . . The author's theme 
is original, her treatment artistic, and the book is remarkable for its unflagging 
interest" — PhUadilphia Record, 

"The tale never flags in interest, and once taken up will not be laid down until the 
last page is finbhed." — Boston Budget, 

" A well- written novel, with well-depicted characters and well-chosen scenes." — 
Ckhago I^ews, 



' A sweet, tender, pure, and lovely %Xxxr/**— Buffalo Commerciai. 
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'HE ONE WHO LOOKED ON. . 12010. Cloth, 
$1.25. 

** A tale quite unusuaL entirely unlike any other, full of a strange power and real- 
ism, and touched with a nne humor." — London World. 

*'One of the most remarkable and powerful of the year's contributions, worthy to 
stand with Ian Maclaren's." — British Weekly, 

"One of the rare books which can be read with great pleasure and recommended 
without reservation. It is fresh, pure, sweet, and pathetic, with a pathos which is per- 
fectly wholesome." — St. Paul Globe. 

" The story is an intensely human one, and it is delightfully told. . . . The author 
shows a marvelous keenness in character analysis, and a marlced ingenuity in the de- 
velopment of her story." — Boston Advertiser. 
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'NTO THE HIGHWAYS AND HEDGES. 

i2mo. Paper, 50 cents ; cloth, $1.00. 

" A touch of idealism, of nobility of thought and purpose, mingled with an air of 
reality and well-chosen expression, are the most notable features of a book that has not 
the ordinary defects of such qualities. With all its elevation of utterance and spirit- 
uality of outlook and insight it is wonderfully free from overstrained or exaggerated 
matter, and it has glimpses of humor. Most of the characters are vivid, yet there are 
restraint and sobriety in their treatment, and sdmost all are carefully and consistently 
evolved." — London A theneeunt. 

"'Into the Highways and Hedges* is a book not of promise only, but of high 
achievement. It is original, powerful, artistic, humorous. It places the author at a 
bound in the rank of those artists to whom we look for the skillful presentation of strong 
personal impressions of life and character." — London Daily News, 

"The pure idealism of 'Into the Highways and Hedges' does much to redeem 
modem fiction from the reproach it has brought upon itself. . . . The story is original, 
and told with great refinement." — Philadelphia Public Ledger, 
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** A better book than * The Prisoner of Zenda.' **— London Queen, 

HTHE CHRONICLES OF CdUNT ANTONIO. 
-^ By Anthony Hope, author of "The God in the Car," " The 
Prisoner of Zenda," etc. With photogravure Frontispiece by 
S. W. Van Schaick. Third edition. i2mo. Cloth, I1.50. 
'• No adventures were ever better worth recounting than are those of Antonio of 
Monte Velluto, a very Bayard among outlaws. ... To all those whose pulses still stir 
at the recital of deedj of high courage, we may recommend this book. . . . The chron- 
icle conveys the emotion of heroic adventure, and is picturesquely written." — London 
Daily News. 

" It has literary merits all its own, of a deliberate and rather deep order. ... In 
point of execution * The Chronicles of Count Antonio ' is the best work that Mr. Hope 
has yet done. The design is clearer, the workmanship more elaborate, the style more 
colored. . . . The incidents are most ingenious, they are told quietly, but with great 
cunning, and the Quixotic sentiment which pervades it all is exceedingly pleasant"— 
IVestminster Gazette. 

" A romance worthy of all the expectations raised by the brilliancy of his former 
books, and likely to be read with a keen enjoyment and a healthy exaltation of the 
spirits by every one who takes it up." — TAe Scotsman. 

*' A gallant tale, written with unfailing freshness and spirit."— London Daily 
Telegraph. 

" One of the most fascinating romances writtca in English within many days. The 
quaint simplicity of its style is delightful, and the adventures recorded in these * Chron- 
icles of Count Antonio ' are as stirring and ingenious as any conceived even by Wey- 
man at hb best."— JV«w VorA World. 

" Romance of the real flavor, wholly and entirely romance, and narrated in true ro- 
mantic style. The diaracters, drawn with such masterly handling, are not merely pic- 
tures and portnuts, but sUtues that are alive and step boldly forward from the canvas." 
— Boston Courier, 

" Told in a wonderfully simple and direct style, and with the magic touch of a man 
who has the genius of narrative, making the varied incidents flow naturally and rapidly 
in a stream of sparkling discourse."— -O^/rtf// Tribune, 

'* Easily ranks with, if not above, * A Prisoner of Zenda.' . . . Wonderfully strong, 
graphic, and compels the interest of the most bias/ novtl rcsuder.'*— Boston Advertiser, 

" No adventures were ever better worth telling than those of Count Antonio. . . . 
The author knows full well how to make every pulse thrill, and how to hold his readers 
under the spell of his magic." — Boston Herald. 

** A book to make women weep proud tears, and the blood of men to tingle with 
knightly fervor. ... In * Count Antonio ' we think Mr. Hope surpas.«es himself, as he 
has already surpassed all the other story-tellers of the period." — New York Spirit oj 
the Times. 
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"J^HE REDS OF THE MIDI. An Episode of the 
■*' French Revolution. By Felix Gras. Translated from the 
Proven9al by Mrs. Catharine A. Janvier. With an Intro- 
duction by Thomas A. Janvier. With Frontispiece. i2mo. 
Cloth, $1.50. 

'* It is doubtful whether in the English language we have had a more powerful, 
impressive, artistic picture of the French Revolution, from the revolutionist's point of 
view, than that presented in F61ix Gras's 'The Reds of the Midi.' . . . Adventuies 
follow one another rapidly; splendid, brilliant pictures are frequent, and the thread of 
a tender, beautiful love story winds in and out of its pages. "^A'^zcf York Mail and 
Express. 

** * The Reds of the Midi ' is a red rose from the Provence, a breath of pure air 
in tKe stifling atmosphere of present-day romance — a stirring narrative of one of the 
most picturesque events of the Revolution. It is told with all the strength of simplicity 
and directness; it is warm and pulsating, and fairly trembles with excitement"— 
Chicago Record. 

** To the names of Dickens, Hugo, and Erckmann-Chatrian must be added that of 
Ftiix Gras, as a romancer who has written a tale of the French Revolution not only 
possessing historical interest, but diarming as a story. A delightful piece of literatiurc, 
of a rare and exquisite fiaiyor.'*—Bujffiilo Expresi, 

" No more forcible presentation of the wrongs which the poorer classes suffered in 
France at the end of the eighteenth century has ever been put between the covers of a 
"Syxk.,** -^Boston BudgeU 

** Every page is alive with incidents or scenes of the time, and anyone who reads 
it will get a vivid picture that can never be forgotten of the Reign of Terror in Paris." 
—San Francisco Chronicle* 

n^HE GODS, SOME MORTALS, AND LORD 
^ WJCKENHAM, By John Oliver Hobbes. With Portrait. 
i2mo. Cloth, I1.50. 

" Mrs. Craigie has taken her place among the novdists of the day. It is a high 
place and a place apart. Her method is her own, and she stands not exactly on the 
threshold of a great career, but already within the temple of fame." — G. W. SmaUey, 
in the Tribune. 

** Here is the sweetness of a live love story. ... It is to be reckoned among die 
brilliants as a novel." — Boston Courier. 

'* One of the most refreshing novels of the period, full of grace, spirit, force, feeling, 
and literary charm." — Chicago Evening Post, 

" Clever and cynical, full of epigrams and wit, bright with keen delineations of 
character, and with a shrewd insight into life." — Newark Advertiser, 

** A novel of profound psychological knowledge and ethical import . . . Worthy 
of high rank in current fiction." — Boston Beacon. 
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STEPHEN CRANE'S BOOKS. 
^ AGGIE: A GIRL OF THE STREETS. 

i2mo. Cloth, 75 cents. 

" By writing « Maggie ' Mr. Crane has made for himself a permanent place in Kt- 
crature. . . . Zola himself scarcely has surpassed its tremendous portrayal of throb- 
bing, breathing, moving life."— A'/w York Mail and Express. 

"Mr. Crane's story should be read for the fidelity with which it portrays a life 
that is potent on this bland, along with the best of us. It is a powerful portrayal, and, 
if somber and repellent, none the less true, none the less fi^hted with appeal to 
those who are able to assist in righting wrongs."— JV^w York Times, 

"The story is full of clever descriptions. . . . Written in short, terse sentences 
which compel the imagination rather than stimulate it . . . 'Maggie' is unmistak- 
ably the work of the author of * The Red Badge of Courage.* **^Boston Herald, 

"A strong and realistic story. . . . Excellently drawn is the character of Maggie. 
... A vivid and true picture of life." — New York Herald, 

" There can be no question about the strength of this narrative. . . . What you 
read in * Maggie' you feel that the author has seen."--Ar^w York Commercial Ad- 
vertiser. 

n^HE RED BADGE OF COURAGE. An Episode 
-^ of the American Civil War. i2mo. Cloth, $i.oo. 
"A strong book and a true book; true to life, whether it be taken as a literal tran- 
script of a soldier's experiences in his first battle, or a great parable of the inner battle 
which every man must fight." — The Critic, 

" Never before have we had the seamy side of glorious war so well depicted. . . . 
The action of the story throughout is splendid, and all aglow with color, movement, 
and vim. The stj'le is as keen and bright as a sword-blade, and a Kipling has done 
nothing better m this line," — Chicago Evening Post, 

"Has been surpassed by few writers dealing with war."— AVw York Mail and 
Express. 

"We have had many stories of the war; this stands absolutely alone."—fftf*A»« 
Transcript, 

" There is nothing in American fiction to compare with it . . . Mr. Crane has 
added to American literature something that has never been done before, and that is, 
in its own peculiar way, inimitable."— ^^f/'<?» Beacon. 

" Holds one irrevocably. Thare is no possibility of resistance when once you are 
in its grasp."— /*a// Mall Gazette. 

" A truer and completer picture of the war than either Tolstoy or Zohi.**— London 
New Review. 

" A remarkable study of the average mind under stress of battle. ... A really fine 
achievement"— Z,f>«<j5?« Daily Chronicle. 

" Not merely a remarkable book ; it is a revelation."— 5"/. James* s Gazette. 
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/^ MARK. A Tale of the First Capital. By Anna 
Robeson Brown. i6mo. Cloth, 75 cents. 

** One could hardly imagine a more charming short historical tale. ... It is alm<Sst 
classic in its simplicity and dignity." — Baltimore News. 

n^HE FOLLY OF EUSTACE. By R. S. Hichens, 
-» author of "An Imaginative Man," "The Green Carnation," 
etc. i6mo. Cloth, 75 cents. 

" In each of these stories the author of ^ 'The Green Carnation ' shows his hand 
without intending to. There is the same cynicism, the same epigrammatic wit. Among 
the new English story writers there are none more brilliant than Mr. Hichens." — 
Chicago Trtoune. 

^LEEFING FIFES. By George Gissing, author 

*J of **In the Year of Jubilee," "Eve's Ransom," etc. i6mo. 

Cloth, 75 cents. 

" Intense, extremely well told, and full of discriminating study of life and charac- 
ter." — Buffalo ComnterciaL 

^TONEPASTURES. By Eleanor Stuart. i6mo. 
*J Cloth, 75 cents. 

" This b a strong bit of good literary workmanship."— P^tiZtMir^Attt Public Ledger, 

COURTSHIP BY COMMAND. By M. M. Blake. 
i6mo. Cloth, 75 cents. 

1^ period in die life of Napoleon, 
jly, and very delicately modeled, 
and the touches of color most artistically donel" — N. K Commercial Advertiser. 

HE WATTER'S MOU\ By Bram Stoker. 

i6mo. Cloth, 75 cents. 

" Here is a tale to stir the most sluggish nature. ... It is like standing on the deck 
of a wave tossed ship ; you feel the soul of the storm go into your blood." — New York 
Home youmal, 

ASTER AND MAN. By Count Leo Tolstoy. 

With an Introduction by W. D. Howells. i6mo. Cloth, 75 cts. 

" Reveals a wonderful knowledge of the workings of the human mind, and it tells a 
tale that not only stirs the emotions, but gives us a better insight into our own hearts." 
•San Francisco A rgonaut. 
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n^HE ZEIT-GEIST By L. Dougall, author of 
J- '* The Mermaid," " Beggars All," etc. i6mo. Cloth, 75 cents. 
" Powerful in conception, treatment, and influence." — Boston Globe. 
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JLfANY INVENTIONS, By Rudyard Kipling. 
•^ '^ Containing Fourteen Stories and Two Poems. i2mo, 427 pages. 
Cloth, $i.5a 

"The-reader tunis from its pages with the conviction that the auth<»r has no supet 
rtor to-day in animated narrative and virility of style. He remains master of a powef 
in which none of his contemporaries approach him — the ability to select out of counties* 
Jetails the few vital ones uniich create the finished picture. He knows how, with a 
phrase or a word, to make you see his characters as he sees them, to make you feel 
the full meaning of a dramatic situation."— i\^(rw York Tribune. 

" * Many Inventions ' will confirm Mr. Kipling's reputation. . . . We would cite 
with pleasure sentences fix>m almost eveiy ps^ge, and extract incidents from almost 
erery story. But to what end ? Here is the completest book that Mr. Kipling has yet 
given us m workmanship, the weightiest and most humane in breadth of view.'^— 
I'aH Mail GazetU. 

'''Mr. Kipling's powers as a story-teller are evidently not diminishing. We advise 
everybody to buy ' Many Inventions,' and to profit by some of the best entertainment 
that modern fiction has to offer. " — l/ew York Sun. 

" ' Many Inventions ' will be welcomed wherever the English language is spoken. 
... Every one of the stories bears the imprint of a master who conjures up incident 
as if by magic, and who portrays charactec, scenery, and feeling with an ease which it 
only exceeded by the boldness of force." — Boston Globe, 

*'The book will get and hold the closest attention of the reader." — American 
Bookseller. 

" Mr. Rudyard Kipling's place in the world of letters is unique. He sits quite aloof 
and alone, the incomparable and inimitable master of the ex(^uisitely fine art of short- 
story writing. Mr. Robert Louis Stevenson has perhaps wntten several tales which 
match the run of Mr. Kipling's work, but the best of Mr. Kipling's tales are matchless, 
and his latest collection, 'Many Inventions,' contains several such." — Philadelphia 
Press, 

"Of late essays in fiction the work of Kipling can be compared to only three^ 
Blackmore's * Loma Doone,' Stevenson's marvelous sketch of Villcm in the * New 
Arabian Nights,' and Thomas Hardy's * Tess of the lyUrbcrvilles.* ... It is probably 
owing to this extreme care that ' Many Inventions ' is undoubtedly Mr. Kipling's best 
hooV,"— Chicago Post. 

** Mr. Kipling's style is too well known to American readers to require introduction, 
but it can scarcely be amiss to say there is not a story in this collection that does not 
more than repay a perusal of them 9i\." -^Baltimore American, 

" As a writer of short stories Rudyard Kipling is a genius. He has had imitators, 
but they have not been successful in dimming the luster of his achievements by con- 
trast . . . 'Many Inventions' is the title. And they are inventions— entirely origi. 
nal m incident, ingenious in plot, and startling by their boldness and iotc^:* -Rochester 
Herald. 

"How clever he is! This most always be the first thought on reading such n 
collection of Kipling's stories. Here is art— art of the most consummate sort. Com- 
pared with this, the stories of our brightest young writers become commonplace."-* 
New York Evangelist. 

"Taking the group as a whole, it may be said that the execution is up to his best 
m the past, while two or three sketches surpass in rounded strength and vividness ot 
unagination anything else he has Aonc.*'~~Hart/ord Courani, 

"Fifteen more extraordinary sketches, without a tinge of sensationalism, it would 
be hard to find. . . . Every one has an mdividuality of its own which fascinatrt ttei 
leader." — Boston Times. 
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/I JOURNEY IN OTHER WORLDS. A Ro- 

^^ mance of the Future. By John Jacob Astor. With 9 full -page 

Illiistrations by Dan Beard. i2mo. Paper, 50 cents ; cloth,$i.5a 

" An intercsdng and dereriy devised book. . . . No lack of imaginadon. . • . 
Skowsa ikiUfnl and wide acquaintance with scientific £au:ts."— JVHv York Herald, 

"The author speculates cleverly and daringly on the scientific advance of die earth, 
and he revels in the physical luxuriance of Jupiter; but he also lets his iniaginati(» 
travel through spiritual realms, and evidently delights in mystic speculation quite as 
much as in scientific investigation. If he is a follower of Jules Verne, he has not fofgot- 
ten also to study the philosophers."— iVrw York Tribune, 

** A beautiful example of typographical art and the bookmaker's skill. ... To 
appreciate the story one must read it,**— New York Commercial Advertiser. 

"The date of the events narrated in this book is supposed to be 9000 a. d. The 
bhabitants of North America have increased mightily in numbers and power and 
knowledge. It is an age of marvelous scientific attainments. Flying machines have 
long been in common use, and finally a new power is discovered called ' apergy,' 
the reverse of gravitation, by which people are able to fly off into space in any direc- 
tion, and at what speed they please."— i^irw York Sun. 

"The scientific romance by John Jacob Astor is more than likely to secure a dis- 
tinct popular success, and achieve widespread vogue both as an amusing and interest- 
esting story, and a dioughtful endeavor to prophesy some of the triumphs which scienceN 
is destined to win by the year aooo. The book has been written with a purpose, and 
that a higher one than the mere spinning of a highly imaginative yam. Mr. Astor has ; 
been engaged upon the book for over two years, and has brought to bear upon it a/ 
great deal of hard work in the way of scientific research, of which he has been very £ 
ever since he entered Harvard. It is admirably illustrated by Dan Beard."— A/«/ atf 
Express. 

" Mr. Astor has himself almost all the qualities unaginable for making the science of 
astronomy popular. He knows the learned maps of the astrologers. He knows the 
work of Copernicus. He has made calculations and observations. He is enthusiastic, 
and the spectacular does not frighten him."— JV<pw York Times, 

" The work will remind the reader very much of Jules Verne in its general plan of 
using scientific facts and speculation as a skeleton on which to hang the romantic 
adventures of the central figures, who have all the daring ingenuity and luck of Mr. 
Verne's heroes. Mr. Astor uses history to point out what in hb opinion science may 
be expected to accomplish. It is a romance with a purpose." — Chicago Inter-Ocean, 

" The romance contains many new and striking developments of the possibilities 
of science hereafter to be explored, but the volume is intensely interesting, both as a 
product of imagination and an illustration of the ingenious and original application ol 
science." — Rochester Herald 
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